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To 
The Free Voice 
and 
The unfettered personal dignity of 
Man 
Planned in the Image of the Divine on 
the earth, 
For higher creative evolutions, 
Now in serious danger, alas, of 
Being crushed out of Existence 
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Dr Mayadhar Mansinha was born in 1905 in a small 
village in the interior of Orissa, surrounded on three sides by 
the sea and the lake Chilka. This lovely environment and the 
patural grace and wisdom of the rural folk have left lasting 
impression on his sensitive mind. Orphaned at the age of four, 
Mayadhar was brought up by his uncle and aunt whose memories 
are still cherished by the poet. After completing his studies 
with flying colours from Khurdah High School, Ravenshaw 
College and the University of Patna, Mansinha entered the 
teaching profession. In 1937 he went overseas and obtained 
his Doctorate from the University of Durham for the thesis, 
“Comparative Study of Kalidasa and Shakespeare.” He served 
for many years in the Education Department, Government of 
Orissa, occupying various positions of responsibility and was also 
the Principal of a First Grade Government College. He also 
held the position of Educational Advisor to the now defunct 
Eastern States Agency. Besides being the initiator of many 
notable experiments in the field of education, Dr Mansinha has 
written the first comprehensive history of Oriya literature in 
Oriya and in English, and has compiled the first full encyclopaedia 
of Orissa in Oriya. 

The first blossoming of his poetic genius was occasioned 
by his adolescent love for a sophisticated woman of great 
personal charm. The passion and forthrightness of these hot 
outpourings of love were entirely unprecedented in Oriya 
literature. Always a storm centre of controversies for his 
nonconformist views, Mayadhar Mansinha, even when an under- 
graduate, vigorously protested against the unthinking borrowing 
from the ‘Sabujites’ (the then modern school of writing in 
Bengal) and exhorted his compatriots to find their roots in the 
tradition soaked soil of Orissa itself. Never shutting out the 
international influences, he has consistently refused to be swept 
off his feet by them and has staunchly stood by the basic values 
of democracy, individualism and non-violence. 

Primarily a lyric poet engrossed in the twin themes of love 
and nature, he has created memorable works of art in the forms 
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of ‘Kavyasa’ (episodic poem), ‘Mahakavya’ (epic poem), 
sonnets, fantasies in blank verse, lyric plays, and social dramas, 
besides a magnificent body of prose. Dr Mansinha has also 
edited with remarkable success a number of periodicals as also 
an Oriya daily. He was awarded the PADMA SHREE in 1967. 
He was also a member of both National and Orissa Sahitya 
Akademi. 

The present anthology of translations made by the poet 
himself representing but a small segment of his work should 
introduce to a wider circle of readership the genius of this 
personality who has made such an impact on the cultural scene 
in modern Orissa. 
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SECTION—I 


A YOUNG SOUL ON FIRE 
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WHY DID WE MEET? 


Why did we meet, 

Why ? 

Pursued by the world’s whispers, 
We went to each other, 
Unblushing and innocent, 
unruffled by ignorance. 


Did Destiny joking, bring us together, 
making us rush madly 

From our first encounter with love 
Throwing all decorum to the winds ? 


I did feel in my innermost heart, that moment, 
That you had waited for this encounter, 

For ages, in some corner of Creation, 
Expectant with a smouldering fire within. 


How otherwise could I explain, 

The way you drew me so close to you 
From the first exchange of glances, 
As though you’d known me for aeons 
Daring all the corrosive vilification, 
Because we knew each other? 


You behaved, did not you, my darling, 
Like a river in spate, n 

Rushing across all inhibitions 

To meet and talk to me, 

Throwing reputation to the winds, 
Braving the world’s back-bitings, 

And bearing too 

Even butchery on your delicate limbs ! 


How could any of us visualise 
The things to come 
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When we first met, darling, 
And our innocent eyes so casually met? 


But we were made to see, 

And to see was to be drawn together 
Unawares, as iron to magnet, 
Though vaguely aware 

Of all the unknown dangers. 


But the quintessence of all that explosion 
Is that, 

We must stay strangers, 

All through life and tolerate 

Society’s strange satirical looks 

As most undesirable beings. 


Why did two strangers meet, after all, 
Oh, queen of my heart, why? 

And suffer for their lifetime 

For just that sin of one casual encounter ! 


THE LOVER’S PATH 


By that path which you now walk, brother traveller, 
Know that a sweet young thing 

Was once strolling stealthily by 

To meet one, her heart madly craved for. 


Even the hard crust of this stony road 
Used to thrill with joy, 

With the touch of her feet, 

And the gluttonous wind took 

The fragrance of her chignon 

And ruffled it with sumptuous rapture ! 
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And the darkness of the night, 
Felt ashamed, for not being able 
To hide the dazzle of her form. 


And so, even though my darling would come, 

To meet me in secrecy with hesitant steps, 

This whole path would have the blessedness 

Of her grace and fragrances unexpected. 

And the wayside mango tree, 

Would invite us into the deeper darkness of its shade, 
For the warm and unfettered exchange of our souls. 


It was here under this blessed mango tree, dear traveller, 
That my Queen’s lovely arms 

Cherished me in close embraces; 

And grass below, 

The stars above, as well, 

Could surely not have forgotten, 

That ecstatic love-play of two of us! 


And so, dear traveller, 
If you know anything of 
What's called love, 
Wouldn’t you honour, 
This path you walk on? 


For, forget not, kindly 

That underneath this path, 

Still pulsates, 

The warm love of 

A beauteous maiden; 

Forget not, 

Underneath this wayside mango tree, 
Beauty surrendered her all, 

Into the possession of one 

She loved. 


The sands of this path 

Have cried, and are still crying 
For that graciousness, 

That they miss. 
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Will you not, dear traveller, 
Remember as you walk, and, 
As you walk, remember ? 


These two lovers will never come by 
This path again, 

To meet and merge into each other 
In closest of embraces, as before; 
The two are separated now, 

By long distances, 

Tears running down their cheeks 
Pining for each other. 


I say, therefore, Oh, dear traveller, 
Remember that love 

Pining now in agony of separation, but which 
Once played itself out in ecstatic joy 

On this path. 


Do you believe in pilgrimage, 

To holy spots, traveller, do you? 
Remember,—a place is holy only, 
Over which human hearts 

Are exchanged in beatitudes. 


Know this path to be holy, 
As on it, dear traveller, 

Two warm souls became one, 
In one long kiss. 


And even now on this path, 
Fiercely burns all the desires, 
Of those two pining hearts. 


I say, therefore, brother traveller, 
Stand, 

And reverence this track, under which 
Flow the warm streams 

Of love as well as separation. 
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A YOUNG SOUL ON FIRE 
UNDER THIS MANGO TREE. 


Under this mango tree during that tryst, 

When the bangle-bedecked arms of the sweet one 

Entwined round my neck, and 

Pressed me to her bosom in balmy embraces, 

The very moonlit night appeared cheered up 

With the touch of the zephyr that blew soft, 

And while a wild bird on the wing was piping a 
melodious note. 

The very earth looked mystic with shadows and moonshine, 

From under this mango tree of our cloistered bliss. 


2 
The lamps in the city were fading 
With folks retiring for nocturnal rest, 
Crickets were chirping a drowsy note, 
Filling meadows and fields with deep resonance. 
And my timid fair one, casting. glances all around, 
Kept furtively pouring out in spilling-over measures 
The red wine of love from her soft rich lips 
In hurried kisses, 
Under the blissful shadow of this mango tree 


3 
What soulful efforts there would be from us both, 
To merge into each other, deeper and deeper, and 
Keener and keener ever more 
To excel in the barter of body and mind, 
Oblivious of all the world, far and near! 
That moment, rendered eterrial by love 
Brought me heavenly music 
As I listened to the jingle of her bangles, 
Under this mango tree of shade and sheltered bliss. 


4 
The sweet restive creature 
Even while she filled my whole being, 
With the wine of love, 
Started up once from my bosom, 
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Loosening the twining, 

And looking straight into my eyes: 

Asked with lips vibrant and tremulous 

“Swear by me and speak out, my dearest, my all, 

DO: YOU sewers a sees es 

Do you really love this creature who, 

For your sake, is bearing this cross of infamy, 

For love, true and eternal ?”’ 

Mine arms just pressed her closest to my bosom, in reply, 
Under this mango tree of shade and sheltered bliss. 


5 
The air beneath the tree had spread around the perfume 
Of her body and her scented tresses, eager for kisses, 
Had loosened about her creamy shoulders, in wild 
deshabille, 
But the cool moonbeams of the midnight 
Grew colder, 
Gently forbidding ¡us to further unsheltered love, 
The zephyr whispering, ‘‘Be gone, reckless ones, 
Now that you have had your fill 
From the brimming cup of love! 
Many a time more will you meet 
Under this mango tree of blissful shade.” 


6 

But did that spot witness, alas, any more of our dalliance ? 

Did it any more inhale her fragrance wafted about, 

In another moonlit night ? 

Never again did we meet, alas, 

Thrilling each other’s limbs and filling each other’s hearts 

With that abandon ot love; 

Torn apart as soon we were, by society, placing between 
us two, 

Miles of fields, forests, hills and rivers, 

With no chance ever, of another tryst 

Under this mango tree of bliss. 


7 
Many a moonlit night since then, 
Must have come and gone, oh tree, 
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In many a spring, 

The cuckoo’s note must have thrilled your green foliage, 
The bangles of many a lovely one 

Might have sweetly jingled here, 

Lips of many a fair one must have been soaked profuse 
With the impassioned kisses of impetuous love 

Under this mango tree of blissful shade. 


8 
But tell me, Oh blessed tree, 
The happy shelter of lovelorn creatures, 
If you ever knew that flaming passion, 
That thrill voluptuous, 
In the ‘eyes of any other daughter of Eve? 
Did you ever find that burning adoration 
From the thrilled heart of another fair one, 
So rapturously lost in love, as was my darling? 
Say also, if you met another damsel, so determined 
To absorb the adventurous love, 
In all-forgetting embraces ? 
Has there been any more such ardent union of hearts 
And fusion of spirits, 
Under your shade and sheltered bliss, as were ours, 
Oh Tree? 


9 
Mute witness of tremulous tableaux of love 
Proclaim to the Universe, will you not, 
That no other amour could match the ecstasy of ours. 
None there is in the whole world, 
To equal my loving one in beauty, grace and beneficence, 
And none so abandoned to love, as was my moon of delight. 
Say, comrade, that the few moments of bliss 
That she gave me here under you 
Has set forever an indigent poet on a monarch’s throne, 
And never has it been the lot of any mortal 
To drink such nectar of love 
As my love poured out unto my lips 
Say that, will you not, again and again, 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


10 


RIPPLES OF THE MAHANADI 


To this disconsolate jover 

So forlorn under your shade, 

That the lifelong pangs of separation 
May be assuaged, 

In the waters of remembrance ? 


THE PAINS OF LOVE 


I possess you, my dearest, 

In eternal tears only and 

In pain and misery, unspeakable: 
Tears, silent tears, 

Seem to be Love’s only language, 
Oh my dearest love, to me, 
Never did I dream 

That love was such agony; 

And agony such joy! 


What rewards hasn’t love really given me 
Through these agonising wounds, 

Turning suffering 

Into bliss ineffable 

I would fain barter my soul away, 

For this bliss of pain that is love. 


With each tear-drop, my love, 

You come closer to my bosom 

And the closer, the more agonising, 
This love of yours 

Is but a sparkling garland 

Of scalding tears, Oh my love. 


Do I seek release from these agonies ? 
No, no, No, 
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Tears in the eyes, torture in the heart, 
That is how 1 would like my soul to blossom, 
My Love. 


THE PATH WHERE WE MET 


May my body turn to grass, 

On the path 

By which she wafted down to meet me, 
But where alas, we shall never meet again, 
In embraces of eternal moments. 


Tell-tate, indeed, is that path, 

Fragrant with memories of all our happenings, 
With no one else to observe, 

And none to listen to, 

Those fiery outpourings of our hearts, 

Except that dear little silent country-path. 


When the whole world was dead in slumber, 
And the air was thick with preternatural fears, 
Who indeed would be silently floating 

Down that path at that still, midnight hour, 
Strewing the dust she walked on, with roses ? 


It is only that lonely track,— 

(sole witness to that colourfyl play of souls) — 
Which could tell 

How my noble enchantress, 

With fearful .heart-throbbings, 

Dared face all the terrors of the nights, 

To pour out her whole soul 
Unto these lips of mine 

In midnight silence. 


Where indeed are you now, my love ? 
Will not Fate unite our eyes again ? 
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Even that dear little path 

Rich with our tale 

Is now far, far away, 

And Fate has thrown us two 
Into far-off corners of the earth. 


In despair of any hope of meeting the dear one again, 
My heart yearns even to grow as grass 

On that lonely path, 

In whose dust, like warm blood, 

Runs the stream of our love. 


THE LAMP OF SEPARATION 


Dark is my cottage, 

Silent and sombre, 

As the lady-with-the-lamp is away 
With none to light the lamp. 


Darkness is spread all over, 

In and out, 

The soul refuses 

The light brought in by fingers 

Other than those lovely, familiar ones. 


The very light loses its brightness 
In her absence ' 

The heart yearns to see 

How that face glowed glorious 
In the light of the lamp 

She carried. 


Take away, take away this light, 

Let my cottage remain dark, 

And leave me alone to illumine mine in and out, 
By kindling the miracle lamps of lovely memories. 
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LOVE ON A SPRING MORNING 


It was a spring morning when 

The sun's golden rays 

Fell like an ethereal veil 

On tree tops, 

And below, on the ground 

Millions of pearl-drops of dew 

On grass blades 

Scintillated with myriads of rain-bows. 


The sky was primordial blue. 

The air, cool and peace-spreading. 

The surrounding woodland was resounding with 
The melancholy notes of a dove, 


When my sweet one entered my presence 
After a fresh morning bath. 


And I thought she was 
The loveliest part of that lovely spring morn. 


LOVE INSATIATE 


Two eyes are not enough, 
A million I need to see her in fullness, 


One tongue is too inadequate,to speak of her, 
I cry for more. 


After two arms have embraced her, 
I feel the need for many more, 
However much the lips are kissed 
Where is the satiety of the Desire ? 


I wish to love her, 
With a thousand hearts 
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One is too inadequate, 
As I would fain drown my soul 
In the turbulent streams of her love. 


I beseach you, Ye gods, 

To melt me away into elements, 

That my love limitless 

Might find infinite ways of expression, 

And I would embrace the beloved in full completeness 
As south breeze and moonshine, 

And could look at her 

With million star-eyes. 


THE DESCENDING 


I remember now, 

At this last lap of our earthly journey, 

How, darling, at that golden moment 

Of innocence and fresh youth, 

Scintillating with rainbow of dreams, 

You lifted the veil with throbbings of hesitancy, 
To mingle your young, eager eyes with mine, 
With the fullness of your immaculate soul 

As our hands were tied by the priest 

Over the pedestal of proclaimed love. 


Il 
Memories keep flowing out 
Over these last few miles of life 
The reminiscences of all those exchanges, 
All those mistakes and wranglings for petty claims, 
Or seeming victories, 
And burning petulance over defeats,— 
Giving rise to one single query of all, 
As to what, of all these experiences, 
I would like to come down again for,— 
Again to this earth ? 
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IH 
And could it be, I had accepted, darling, 
All these vexatious futilities that is Life, 
For those few fugitive moments of ecstacy 
Born of four mutually seeking eyes 
Of two souls, mutually pining, life after life ? 


IV 
Have we been coming, again and again, 
And been accepting with non-chalance 
All the concomitants of Existence, 
For that rare joy of vibrant vision of each other 
At the golden threshold of life's spring time, 
And to realise in those eyes expectant with hopes, 
The total meaning of our earthly journeys? 


Vv 
And driving out all other memories of many an 
exciting moment 
Of gains and victories and reputations 
In the battle-fields of life; 
Of accumulations and petty feelings of self-complacence 
Only the one of that first fugitive moment 
Looms outstanding and pervasive, 
When a fresh feminine flower 
Opened out the petals of her soul, 
To pour out all her honey and fragrance, 
Into mine, 
Through a soft, intense and vibrant gaze? 


VI 
Could that be really true, dear one, 
That I have been coming down unto the earth, 
Again and again for all these aeons 
Just for that fleeting ecstacy 
Of a pair of young, fresh innocent eyes, 
Delivering all at once into my eager hands, 
A whole immaculate soul, 
Dedicated in vibrant love ? 
Could this be our story, darling, 
Behind our life-play, birth after birth ? 
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BOATING UP THE MOONLIT MAHANADI* 


(A) 


Never did I dream 
That you had such treasures of beauty in your store, 
Mother Orissa, 
Till I sailed up the blue waters of the moonlit Mahanadi, 
as I do now. 


H 
Mute with the silvery moonbeams, 
And speechless with the glory of Nature all around, 
Lost am I in trying to describe, 
The wondrous splendour of it all. 


HIE 
Like the wide-flung veil of a nocturnal bride, 
The moon shines bright over vast horizons 
The lovely landscape made all the lovelier 
By a mysterious passion. 


IV 
The Mahanadi looks like a piece of the sky 
The waters scintillating with the Moon's starry kisses 


* The Mahanadi (The Great River), Orissa’s river of bounty jis 
also one of the most picturesque rivers in India, her Satkosia 
Gorge, 100 miles north of Cuttazk, having been declared, by 
Americans holidaying there during the 2nd. World War, as the 
finest beauty spot in the World. But long anticipating such 
world estimation of the Mahanadi’s natural charms, young 
Mansinha, while still an undergraduate in the Ravenshaw Col- 
lege, Cuttack, had burst into this splendid hymn to this great water 
course of his native land, for the first time in the history of his lan- 
guage. The Poem Mahanadirc Jyotsna Bihar in the original 
Oriya, when first published in the now-defunct periodical Urkal 
Sahitya, created a stir in the intellectual world of Orissa, that 
seems now to live on as long as the great river it celebrates in 
song.—Publisher. 
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Or is it a mirror placed 
For the damsels of Heaven to view their faces in ? 


Vv 
Bathed in moonlight, the lines of trees on both banks, 
Look dreamy, drowsy and indolent, 
And drunk, as though with the wine of the Moon, 
The wind too blows soft and sweet. 


VI 
The simple song of a distant boatman, 
Is wafted down the wide bosom of the river, 
And look, how with each stroke of the oars, 
Million silver flowers flow down, behind our boat. 


VII 
The wide expanse of silvery waters, 
Lie behind us up to the distant horizon, 
And in front of us, rise serrated hill ranges, 
Their blue bodies frosted over with moonbeams. 


VII 
Beyond the hill-tops rises the white firmament, 
Peaceful as a nun’s face, 
And below it, the nocturnal bride, lies calm, 
Swathed in the gossamer garments of moon-shine. 


IX 
In the mystic vision of this vast gallery of Nature, 
I stand bewildered with dense splendour on all sidszs, 
And feel as though I would lose myself, 
Drinking in the serene beauty of this river, 
And of this enchanted moonlit night, 


(B) 
xX 
Alas, my dearest Utkal, 
Why indeed should you be so miserable, 
With such beauty enchanting 
In all your fields, rivers and mountains — 
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Mountains so rich, and rivers so bounteous, 
and fields so abundant ? 


XI 
How could T believe that one so divinely beauteous 
Could be rated poor and contemptible? and 
Why shall she be pitied by arrogant neighbours, 
She, whose very breath is like wine to me ? 


XII 
How could this dear land so gloriously clothed, 
In the eternal greenery of lovely wood-lands, 
With her feet ever kissed by majestic oceans and 
Standing with such mighty dignity in her own charms, 
Be treated as cursed among Nations ? 


XIII 
My imagination, perforce, sadly unrolls 
The long scroll of her glories 
As I sail up this mighty and beauteous river,— 
The mute witness to her wondrous history, which 
Till yesterday, saw her Kings build castles 
Rivalling high mountains on both her banks, 
And with hearts as wide as herself, 
Who piled glories upon glories, 
With victories of mind and arms. 


XIV 
Those kings, alas, are gone, and gone are their castles, 
And gone also from this land those hearts courageous 
Leaving behind only a prestigous past, 
As but cruel mockery to the despondent present. 


(C) 


XV 
My boat sails bélow the historic fort of Barabati, 
Stop, Oh boatman, stop punting awhile, 
That 1 might kiss the stones of its ramparts, 
And learn of new values in this worthless existence of mine. 
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XVI 
Beauteous princesses must have walked down those steps 
To grace the ghat-stones with crimson-marks of their 
delicate feet, 
Making the dead slabs throb with joy 
From their royal touches. 


XVII 
That time, Orissa’s Queen, in ceremonious dignity, 
Must have welcomed home her victorious son, 
Returning from distant battle-fields, 
On these very stones, kissing warmly 
The hero’s fair, broad brow. 


XVIII 
The city-wives must have welcomed also, 
Here on these very steps, 
The boats that brought pearls from Ceylon, 
Or bade farewell to sons going to battles in far-off lands, 
Restraining woman’s tears, those brave mothers of heroes. 


XIX 
Where have those days gone, Oh dear historic stones, 
When the shadow of this gigantic castle, 
On this mighty river, 
Created illusion of night for the water fowl, 
And this nation did not know the fear of death? 
Has all that departed forever, never to return? 


XX 
Will Orissa’s great Kings, Queens and Heroes 
Never return to their dear Land? 
Will not the city-wives gather again on these sands 
To welcome home the nation’s ships returning from 
seven seas ? 
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XXI 
Tell me, my Muse, what spectacle these waters would 
present 
On a night like this, in those glorious yesterdays, 
How wonderful this river must have looked, 
With hundreds of pleasure-boats laden with the 
capital’s elite. 


XXII 
And leading all, would be the ivory yacht of the king, 
Ringing with the music of damsels, 
Fragrant with flowers and incense, 
The royal gems scintillating in the moonlight, while 
Garlands of flowers softened the King’s stern demeanour. 


XXIII 
Up there on the topmost balcony of the castle, 
The great queen of the Land, 
Silhouetted against the golden lamp silently burning 
Viewed the happy spectacle on the waters of the river 

below 

The glory of her lord, the pleasure of her subjects, 
Muted with joy. 


XXIV 
Drums must have sounded on the castle ramparts, 
The hills on the opposite bank reverberating, 
Chambers in the castle answering back, 
Making the waters of the Mahanadi ripple with fresh 
| thrills 
And making the royal boat, dance in sheer joy. 


XXV 
How I wish T were there that day, 
To sing full-throated the glories of my people 
before my king 
And to receive worthy meeds from royal hands 
At the end of my warm ministrelsy ? 
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XXVI 
Are we to return now to the dingy darkness 
Of stone-houses ? 
Back again to the vexations of life? 
Can’t we have even a few moments of respite, like these, 
To just forget life’s miseries ? 


XXVIII 
The moon is high up in the sky, by now, 
And down below flow tranquil, the waters of the 
Mahanadi, 
The moonlight having covered, in the meantime, 
with a delicate mantle 
The vast firmament above. 


XXVIII 
In this great silence and under the vast expanse of 
this moonlit sky, 
Bewildered with all this silvery splendour, 
I feel in me an ineffable touch of the great Invisible, 
And bow to Him, the unseen Creator of all this bliss. 


XXIX 

Truth and Good and Beauty also is He, in this 

existence of ours, 
And behind every atom is He, in this vast universe, 
The great Director of the unending Leela of Life, 
The Builder and Destroyer of History. 
J have found here at last the noblest altar for His 

worship. 


XXX 
Here, on the bank of this great water-course 
That has witnessed all the glorious achievements of 
my people, 
Flows out my whole soul to Him, 
Under this silver canopy of moonlight and the vast 
open sky. 
In reverent humility. 
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XXXI 
How I wish this night would never end, 
But that under perpetual moonlight like this 
I could keep sailing up this river, 
Till my days on earth were done, 
Seeking that Great Starter and Finisher of History. 


THE COTTAGE ETERNAL 


‘Countless palaces built in the past 
Have crumbled fast and turned to dust; 
The thronging abodes of bygone lords 
Are to-day, alas, but jungle-haunts. 


If 
But there, besides the faded splendour, 
Stands the peasant’s hut humming with life, 
Where goes on endless, the human drama 
Amidst the rise and fall of imperial pomp. 


IT 
Kings and Kingdoms may yet arise 
Destined to fall to ruin again, 
But in the cottage of clay and thatch 
The colourful human play continues with no end. 


IV 
While to-day’s pride and ricnes 
Will have met their end in the womb of Time, 
The sight of the bashful farmer’s bride, 
Stepping out from the pond, will ever be fresh. 


V 
On the bosom of Mother Earth, 
Whose simple garment is woven of grass, 
Is not the display of wealth and pride 
A jarring note in Nature’s tune ? 
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VI 
No wonder if over the ruins 
Of once mighty mansions, 
Triumphs, in silent mockery, 
The eternal mantle of grass, 
While the humble cottage, 
The natural child of Earth, 
Defies decay or death. 


HIS VILLAGE 


On the shore of the South Orissa Bay 
Where on the expansive golden sands 
The spiky Gudakanka flower 
Jumps around from one dune to another 
And where the slim, light-footed spotted deer 
Romp about, happy with the beach grass 
And the evergreen Kainsari creepers 
Try forever to take away the stigma of desertness 
from the beach, 
With patches of greenery. 


Hl 
Where, from the top of sandy eminence 
The vast blue ring of the ocean flashes out before 

one’s vision, 

Spread out to farthes® horizons, 
While the long breakers keep sprinkling on the shore 
Millions of silvery bubble-flowers 
And up above, the sea-gulls keep making garlands 
Round the broad chest of the blue sky. 


III 
Where the vast sea keeps gazing forever 
At the firmament Infinite 
In beach-long pearly smiles of wonder, 
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And on the ocean-floor itself, 

Under the perpetual gaze of the sun, moon and stars, 
Ceaselessly continue 

Thé exuberant dance of the waves 

To the timings supplied by the crazy winds 

That seem to enjoy the whole drama forever and cvermore. 


IV 

Since time began, the great ocean 
Has kept dancing wildly like this 
With the flowery garlands of the breakers 
Swinging crazily on his broad breast, 
And over them high up above, 
Is the vast sky, decked in new habiliments from 

| moment to moment 
Appearing to enjoy this wonderful water-dance for 

eternity, 

In self-happy silence. 


V 
And on the beach, a little hamlet of thatched rows 
Resounds forever with this mute exchange of joys 
Between one great spectator above and the one 

great dancer below, 

Like a few such other human habitations 
Scattered along the sea-shore, 
Sheltered behind the lovely camouflage 
Of Cashew, Casuarina and Poonaga trees, 
Where under the wide-open Infinity of the sky 
And by the side of the eternal dance of waves 
The small, insignificant, ephemeral man 
Has been content to have had his transient Leela 
Of life and death, generation after generation. 


VI 
To the denizens of such habitations, however 
Obliging Nature always provided 
With cool shamianas, in hot summer days, 
Of spreading, evergreen cashew-nut trees; 
And even the thorny Kewada filled the airs 
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With enchanting fragrance 

Of its long white flowers, when the rains set in, 
And the sea-breeze perpetually played on a flute 
Through the branches and leaves of the casuarinas. 


VI 
And there in such a village was a headman 
Who, for his popularity, had lost his personal name 
And was known throughout just as ‘the Headman,’ 
Whose presence was indispensable in all village disputes, 
And who, with his betel-red teeth and long hair. 
With golden ear-rings swinging and flashing 
Never spoke without a smile on his lips, but 
Would never budge by even a hair’s breadth 
From what was right and just and correct, even 
In the small world of those little villages. 


(From Mansinha’s Kavya ‘“Jema”, which is the name 
of the heroine, an illiterate villagc-girl.) 


THE PADDY GODDESS 


It was the end of December 

When all paddy are supposed to be scythed out, 
And so Dinu Pradhan, a poor farmer of Orissa, 
With his son following him like a shadow, 

Was seen one December afternoon, 

Sheaving up his meagre harvest 

In a little plot of land that was still his own. 


1 
The usual sounds of harvesters, 
Cutting, sheaving and shouting to one another 
Came from afar, from other fields, 
And a lonely farmer might be seen 
Carting away his own harvest home, 
With his kiddies trailing noisily behind. 
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III 
Of only two plots of Dinu’s harvest 
One was already foreclosed to the money-lender 
On production of a document and enumeration 

of figures, 

Which were beyond poor Dinu'’s brain: 
He therefore was doting, so to say, on what little was left 
For himself and his family, 
With his wizened face almost glued to the soil. 


IV 
The child brought in, in armfulls 
The paddy plants already scythed and lying 
Scattered all over in lines, 
For father to stack these up: 
And Dinu poured out all the caress of his sout 
As he stacked, layer by layer, the gold-grass. 


V 
And when the stack came up breast-high 
Dinu fondly hugged again and again 
The Beauty he himself had created, 
The Grace, born out of his year-long sweating, 
And passed through an ecstasy in the process. 


VI 
But it was exactly at this happy moment 
That Dinu’s beatitude was rudely broken 
By the son shouting to father from a distance, 
“By the way, Dad, I forgot to tell you, 
The rent-collector had called at our house this morning 
With a pathan accompanying him, 
Demanding the arrears,— 
What about that, Dad?” 


VII 
Poor Dinu, his ecstasy fully vapourised, 
Felt as though shot at with a bullet, 
And hugging the little paddy stack all the closer, 
He sent up a spontaneous prayer 
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Out of the depths of his shaken soul— 
“Aren't you my one merciful Mother, 
The one Refuge to all my children, 

The one Happiness in our desperate life ? 


VII 
“How is it then, Oh Mother, you keep being cruel 
to us all ? 
Forcing us all to starve to death at last ? 
The cruel-hearted pathan of a money-lender 
Has been snatching away 
The fruits of all my year-long labours 
Before your very eyes, 
How can I support five hungry bellies 
Day in and day out, 
From year to year? 


IX 
‘Why don’t you have any compassion 
For such as us, poor folk, 
Who forget their very hunger 
At your very green-gold vision ? 
And why should it be they who rear you up 
With such loving care, 
Ignoring the rigours of seasons, 
Be those destined to stand destitute and deprived, 
For ever and evermore!” 


X 
But even a destitute husbandman of an Orissa village 
Had to show a brave front to his child; 
And breaking his sad reveries off, 
Dinu now sternly shouted out to his son— 
“Bring the stalks by the armfull, quickly, sonny, 
The cold wind of the night has started blowing, 
And we must hurry home; 
Why do you bother about the arrear-rents 
Here at this place ? 
We shall see to that, anyway, shall we not ?”’ 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


HIS SOIL AND PEOPLE 
ODE TO THE NEW AGE MAN 


The Night of man’s History, 

Has passed away, 

His mind having reached, 

A thresh-hold of New Consciousness. 


H 
It is time now for Man 
To fill all his pitchers 
With the waters of the Joys of Existence, 
And blow the conchshell of victory, 
Sending echoes all over Space. 


HI 
No more than a serving maid 
Of man, now, is fearful Nature, 
And so too is Knowledge his slave; 
All the dreams of History are gathered now 
At the doorsteps of man's cottage, 


IV 
The days of Fate and Mis-fortune 
Appear to have vanished forever, 
And the horn of plenty is now 
In Man’s own possession. 


V 
You are free, at last, oh, Man 
From all the Fears of the past Ages, 
And released from all irrelévant inhibitions 
You are at last your own Builder, 
Real Lord of Life; 
Look up in all dignity 
And courageously unfurl the banner of Victory, 
Of a proud and powerful Humanity of the Future. 
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TO SRIKRISHNA 


1 offer my adorations only to that Beauteous Krishna, 
Whose Blue is the space limitless, 

And over whose crown quivers 

The lightening-spun-clouds as peacock-feathers, and 
Who gets bedecked every day 

With the glorious yellow silk of sunrise and sunset. 


II 
Witnessed have I His Cosmic Rasa-Dance on full-moon 
nights, 

In a sky sprinkled thick with camphor-dust of light, 
And the star-maids, decked in nothing but gossamer 

moonbeams, 
Dance the night away in ecstatic gyrations 
Round His enchanting Blue Presence. 


III 
Standing underneath the Kadamba-tree of Love, 
On the bank of the Yamuna of Creation, 
He plays eternally his flute, 
Enticing souls out of homes: 
And million worlds 
Spin crazily around that melody, 
In search, it seems, of something 
That remains ever mysterious. 
Iv 
When our souls turn into battlefields of Kurukshetra, 
With the warring armies of Duties and Desires, 
It is He again, who whispers His simple message: 
“Be like the lotus, my child, in this muddy world of 
yours”, 


Vv 
To that all-pervading and encircling Blue Presence 
fT bow in front, at the back, below, above and on all sides, 
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And who would not fain be a milk-maid of Braja, 
Surrendering his all for that seductive Beauteous Blue, 
Whose breast is decked, 

With flower-garlands 

That are the galaxies of stars ? 


(Published in the Mother India of Sri Aurobindo 
Ashram, Pondicherry). 


THE DYING KONARKA 


Under the tear-stained eyes of a million lovers, 

In the midst of sighs from myriad hearts, 

Alas, Beauteous Konarka, 

You are slowly dying 

Day by day in indifferent silence; 

The sky, the water, the air and other elements, every 
moment 


Looting your graces; 


Alone among his contemporaries in Orissa and also for the first 
time in Oriya Literature, Mansinha sang out Lyrics direct to 
Orissa’s world-famous shrine of Konarka as to a sweet-heart 
whose spell on his sensitive poetic psyche, starting when the poet 
was still a teen-ager, has remained as fresh as ever. He has writ- 
ten several poems on Konarka, the first being published when he 
was a school-boy. One of his later poems on Konarka, after his 
third visit to the great monument, entitled “The Dream-Dances of 
Konarka” though, so to say, untranslatable, for its exquisite 
rhythm and diction and genuine Oriental flavour. is still tried in 
the next piece. The Dying Konarka is his third poem written 
after one of many later visits, when the poet observed thc 
rapid deterioration of Konarka’s world famous sculpture, since 
he first saw them in his younger days. The poet has also, to 
his credit, informative as well as delectable prose-dedicatives to 
Konarka, alone among all contemporary Oriya writers.—Publisher. 
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The sea with its salty kisses 

Stealing ceaselessly away 

What is still left of your Virgin charms ! 

O Beauty nonpareil that kept the world enthralled, 
Even in neglect, dilapidation and decadence, 
Would you now vanish forever, 

Leaving the drab earth all the uglier, 

Into that celestial sphere of images 

From where you once descended? 


Twelve hundred poets of stone 

And worshippers of Beauty, 

Created you out of their dreams 

Collecting all graces in one place, 

Arranging unending dance and music, 

And piping of songs, 

From ageless beauties, 

For your delight; 

Placing marching armies also 

To guard your precious charms from coarse intruders. 


With the common millions, 

Came kings and potentates 

To genuflect before the celestial Beauty made earthly, 
By twelve hundred devout poets of stone. 


But is all that glory and wondrous worship, 
Of Beauty and God and of Joy Fternal, 
That dream-delight of a whole Nation, 
Vanishing, alas, before our very eyes, 
Dying slowly in the loneliness , 

Of a deserted sea-beach, 

Leaving to future generations, 

Only a name, a legend, a tale? 

Or a mere heap of stones ? 


One wonders, Konarka, whether you might be 

departing in an unquenched pique 
As the world holds no more heroes or kings, 
Worthy to kneel before you in worship, 
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Nor poets good enough 
To offer you the encomia you deserve, 
Nor admirers soulful enough ? 


Though helpless stands this destitute and desperate 
generation, 

Oh Konarka, 

May not poets and artists in future, in many lands, 

Go into vigils to get you back on to this mundane earth, 

Desolate with your departure ? 


No penance shall be too rigorous 

No sacrifices too costly, 

To revive you, dear Konarka, 

Enshrining as you do, all man’s dreams 

For Beauty and Woman and the joy of Creation, 
On the dull drab crust of this Earth. 


Will you not leave even the promise of a return, 

To us all, dear, dear Konarka, 

Before you pass away, 

Leaving behind a world 

Desperately pining for ever 

For those queenly charms and graces and royal majesty 
of yours, 

That so splendidly high-lighted the delights of Existence, 

Radiating from Sabita, the creator, the Sun-God, 

The Lord of the Temple of life 

That were, you, Noble, Beauteous and Heavenly Konarka. 
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DREAM DANCE OF KONARKA 
Section—I 
The Stirrings 
The Moonbeam 
Unveil, Unveil, 
Ye sisters of beauty, 
Please brush off your blushes, will you not, 
And come right out of your niches — 


As I am no other than your old friend 
The moonbeam, just arrived. 


Silent and solitary now is the whole courtyard 
Not a single soul anywhere; 

Shake off your dumbness, and pour out 
Your hearts, as you have done 

To me all these long centuries ! 
Let folks wonder at the kinship 

Between those as unlike as we, 
But emerged as all of us have 
From the same ocean of Beauty, 

Let our dear fellowship continue as ever. 


I have come therefore on this full moon night 
To keep kissing you lovelies 

On your foreheads, cheeks and lips, 

As before, — 
Come out, come out quick, you lazy dears. 


First figure F 
Where are others, darling? I say: Where ? 
I am thrillingly awakened just now, 
With the first soft knockings of the moonbeam 
At the door of my drowsy awareness ! 
What about you all? Shake off your shyness, I say, 
And gather around; 
There seems to be not another being ! 
Let us all jump out into the open, now, 
For at least a few romps at the Dance-Hall 
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Without much delay; Let me resurrect 

This stone-flute of mine with my full breath, 
That you fair-eyed lovelies 

Can worship tonight, your dear God, 

Through rhythms of Beauty 

Of your bodies, 

As you have done all along. 


Second figure 
Ah, darling, how welcome is this call of yours, 
Just redeeming me of the helpless moribundness 
Born of the disgrace I have been subjected to, all 

through to-day. 

Friend here, this side, shall certainly bear me out, 
How a shameless philanderer 
First stared long at me, and then started stroking 
Not only my cheeks and the chignon at my back, 
But, pressed hard on my twin globes also, 
Sending me into a swoon, till this moment, 
When your call brought me back to senses at last. 


Now that the full-moon is already up, 

This drum of mine 

Into which is squeezed 

Thunder of the clouds, for the worship of our Lord, 

Has already started reverbating, 

Sending thrills up my spine, 

And I too, call, ye other daughters of light, 

To come out to dance, to the timing of my divine drum. 


Third figure 
Ah, the very sands have started stirring, it seems, 
Even the soft whisperings and tinklings of bracelets, 
Reaching my ears, from distances. 
What has happened! Let me enquire, — 
“Music of whose bracelets do I hear? 
Who indeed has thrown all feminine reserve 
So unhesitatingly, 
Even with this very earliest touch of the moonbeam ?” 
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First figure 

It is none other than Shyama and myself, darling; 

Come hither, come hither, why delay? 

And call round Vani and Rani and all others also. 

It is strange, the moonbeam 

That is melting away all the stone in us 

Appears to be so ineffectual still to them all, 

Who indeed brought such kill-joys to a place like this ? 

Shouldn’t they come up at once, if they have still some 
sense left in them, 

To send the deadly shafts of their eyes 

In all directions, 

Shattering our day-long mute sutferings ? 

Let this whole night resound with the music of their 

anklets, 
The sands of the beach thrilling with 
The beauty of their teet all that while. 


Third figure | 
Why, darling, I was already awake, 
Even before you called, 
With the very first kiss of the moon. 
But I was dazed and speechless still, 
For those apprehended dangers 
As just narrated by my friend down there. 
My feet are already restless, 
For a good spell of dance; 
Why don’t you make the start ? 
Come ye, Konarka'’s lovely danseuses 
To fill this empty beach 
With endless creations of Beauty. 


Fourth figure 
What an affront, that you forgot so completely. 
Me, standing so close to you, this side, 
And carry on dialogues 
With those that are at such a distance ? 
Am I less ready than you and others for the dance ? 
Who delays then? 
Let us all be out and exchange glances, 
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After days of petrified awareness, 

For mad merging with the captivating moonlight, 

Dancing the whole night away, under the open sky. 

Come ye, all my friends, all the more beauteous with the 
new joy, 

The psychic daughters, 

Sprung from the minds of twelve hundred dreamers in 

stone, 

Ye children of Dance and Poetry, 

Meant to dance through Eternity 

Round the Creative Deity of the Universe. 

Come ye all now, fair-bodied ones, 

Let us consecrate ourselves 

In a night-long symphony of dance and music 

Tonight, too 

As we all have done on countless such other nights. 


DREAM DANCE OF KONARKA 
Section—I1 


‘The meet 


The figurines from all sides of the mansion of the Sun-God,. 
Came joyously trooping, 

And gathered at the Dance-Hall 

With the lassitude still lingering 

Over their voluptuous bodies, 

And smiles of happiress with this ecstatic awakening 
Blooming at the corners of their lips. 

Swaying towards one another 

In liesured grace, 

The Beauties of Konarka, 

Just uplifted from their long muteness, 

Moved now their lovely feet in dance-formations, 

To the orchestral rhythm of drums, flutes and cymbals, 
Reverbating the vast, ancient fane, 

While the moon-beam, playing hide-and-scek 
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On their chiselled scintillating limbs 

Blew mysterious aliveness even into the stones. 

And said one Beauty to another— 

“With the perpetual close embrace of my lover, 

I confess, dear darling, 

These limbs have less vigour 

For dances 

Than I would wish for!” 

Whispers another—*‘Cursed be that artist 

Who made me the holder of a lamp only, 

With no opportunity 

For the embraces of a lover, 

That would have welled up, 

All the pent-up joy inside ! 

How tantalising for me to see forever 

In the niche next, 

A strapping youth kissing forever 

A maiden most gracious,— 

What a difference between her and me, 

Though we spent our childhood days 

In the same quarry!” 

“Mine is a different story, darlings”, 

Says another, 

“Tired with ceaseless dancing 

As I am, 

Little enthusiasm have I to dance any more, 

With my feet wearing out, 

And these once-firm breasts of mine, 

Getting loose with ceaseless swayings.” 

“But, how lucky IT am”, says another, 

“To have been made to play only on the Vina 

By my artist, 

Making days and nights for me, my love as well as for 
my God— 

So richly nourished with music divine 

That T am really unaware of the centuries 

That have gone by, 

My whole soul blissfully lost in this art forev27.” 

Asks another in happy boast,— 

“Have you, darlings, ever known 
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Sweet pain, as I have experienced all these centuries ? 

The rougish artist made this pet parrot 

Drink at my breasts ! 

And there goes pain and joy together 

In me, all these ages !” 

And yet says another, complainingly— 

“Shouldn’t my artist-lover 

Have been a little more restrained ? 

Up above these voluminous globes 

He added a still heavier chignon, 

Forgetting in his zeal, 

That a slender waist might find it difficult 

To bear all that burden, however enticing 

And says another, laughing,— 

“Most of us are gradually ceasing to be young, 

Aren’t we ? 

But see how that slim sweet young thing under the 
Kadamba tree, 


1?” 


Remains still in mint-condition, 
Defying the centuries !” 


And now, one among them started philosophising thus, 
at last— 

“How intriguingly pleasant and what fun indeed, 

To appear dumb and mute to the whole world, 

And to be vocal and alive at nights, 

Under the magic touch of the moon-beam ! 

How few know indeed that pulsating life 

Flows all the while underneath our stone-coverings ! 

And it is good indeed, is not it, really, 

As otherwise the driving passion of human brutes 

Might have crushed us all out of existence, by now ! 

But here we are, with Beauty standing still with us, 

Through this mysterious witchery of stones ! 

Ah, what memories keep crowding in the mind, 

Of those bygone times, 

A few only standing out from the rest. 

Many of you could recall still, can’t you, darlings, 

That twilight when my artist 

Even after he finished creating me, 
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Was most reluctant to leave, 

And kept hovering around, 

Looking from a distance, 

And close as well, to all parts of my body, 
Fondly stroking my cheeks 

And making them warm with his breath, 
And leaving, and returning again and again to mc, 
Though repeatedly called away 

By his joking comrades ! 

How could it be otherwise, 

As I was both his Dream 

As well as Reality, 

The supreme success 

- Of his several re-births !” 


But unmindful of this philosophising 
An impetuous one tried to hurry all up 
saying— 

“What, are we going to lose these too few hours 
Of our Release, 

In useless philosophising ? 

The moon is far up already, 

The heart is eager, 

For at Jeast a few rounds of dance; 
Let us start it in right earnest, please, 
I say, by my life !” 


uJ 


DREAM DANCE OF KONARKA 
Section III 


The Dance 
The stony, weather-beaten, ancient and open 
Dance-Hall of Konarka, 


Became now alive with an orchestra 
Of variegated music of Vinas, cymbals and drums, 
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As well as of flutes, castanets and clarionets, 

And fully lost to the rhythm of that total music, 

The full-bosomed, slender-waisted, heavy-locked 
Beauties of Konarka, 

Started dancing now, with their thick, tleshly thighs 

Moving as like lightening. 

Garlands from their sleek coiffeur 

Started dropping, broken with swift swayings, 

And the brocaded blouses over their full orbs, 

Started getting loose by themselves. 

The silent night and the sombre solitary shrine, 

Filled up now with the music of mad concourse, 

And warm blood appeared to flow now, 

Under the hard rocks of Konarka, 

And in the madness of it all, 

The celestial lovelies started singing 

This Ballad of Beauty. 


“We are the Graces that once emerged 


Up from the depth of the churned Ocean, 

To descend again from the world of images, 

Unto these hard stones, in answer only 

To the penances of twelve hundred poets of Konarka. 
Those creative spirits, alas, are no more 

And no more too the Empire and Imperial aspirations 
That made possible this great Home of God. 

But coming as we do from the world that knows no Death, 
Nurslings of Dreamers, 

We alone still survive, 

Still spreading our fragrance 

On this deserted beach. 


This crude world, still ignorant 


-Of the ways of Beauty, 


Casually takes us to be 

Mere figures of rude stone ! 

But beauty anywhere communicates 

To the keen sensitivity 

Of even those which are apparently Inanimute, 


‘To this, our dear friend, Moon beam. 
‘Stands as the perpetual evidence in Creation, 
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As it not only kisses million buds 

Into bloom every night, ‘ 

But fills with delicate tremor 

Millions of feminine hearts, 

Rushing them into surrender of Love. 


Born as we are out of what is Deathless 
In the mortals, 


Death dare not touch us,— 

The creators of Beauty die, 

But Beauty lives on. 

Let the wide world know, therefore, 
That we, the figures of Konarka, 
Are as much alive as any here, 

And proud too of disseminating charms all around 
Even on this desert-beach 

And to dance and play hide and seek 
On moonlit nights like this, 

For the very fun of it all!” 


Thus they sang and danced, 

And danced and sang, 

The eternal lovelies of Konarka, 

Right into the lonely hours, 

In beauteously crazy fantasies, 

That this crude world has seldom witnessed. 
But it is the same Beauty, in this muddy world of ours 
That eagerly comes to our doorsteps 
Hungering for appreciation, 

In soothing green grass, in tremulous foliage, 
In the soft-south-breeze, 

And in the mystique of moonhlight 

That was dancing herself away 

In creative abandon 

Through those stone-beauties of Konarka, 
At its Dance-Hall, under the moonlit sky, 

Of which ineffable spectacle, 

Only the poet was the sole spectator, 

Standing stunned, and thrilled, and bewildered. 
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DREAM DANCE OF KONARKA 
' Section—IV 


Salutation to the Artists 


1 salute thee, 

Nameless and place-less artists of Konarka 
On whom History is so callously silent, 

And whose memory Time has so fully wiped out, 
From the consciousness of the people. 

But millions from all corners of the world, 
Read spell-bound 

This grand epic of human dream 

That you all wrote with your blood and spirit, 
For which no suitable meed, 

Could even an Emperor provide. 

Along with you have vanished also 

Those empires and emperors 

With all their ephemeral splendour, 

But outlasting them all 

Still remain the crude stones 

Over which, under the scorching sun, 

In this sandy desert of a lonely beach, 

You tried hard to give a local habitation 

To your dream women. 

The very process of that miracle-creation, 
Being your only soul-satisfying reward, 

And that being, also, the sole cause of their survival. 


Ragged, illiterate, and indigent, 

Living in miserable mud hovels, 

How could you, I wonder, 

Imagine these splendrous Heavenly Beauty, 
These wonderous creative lotuses 

Out of the ignoble waters of your environs, 
This marvel-poetry in stones 

Which nations read and gaze at 

]n suspended disbelief ! 


The world might have lost all knowledge 
Of your whereabouts, 
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But what is that poor commonplace record 

Against this immortal poetry of yours? 

Not differing much perhaps from millions of contemporaries 
In material conditions, 

What you collected and culled 

Out of the depths 

Of your psychic levels 

Remains your own great ballad,— 

This Konarka, 

This vast, wondrous dream in stones. 

The poet salutes thee all, therefore, in deep reverence, 
Oh, my ancient comrades-in-creativity, 

The twelve hundred forgotten poet-builders 

Of the Temple of 

The Sabita of the Vedas, 

The Creator of the universe, the Sun-God. 


VICTORY TO THE ENLIGHTENED ONE* 


Victory to the Buddha, 
Worshipped by worlds, 
Victory to the pure One, 
The Conqueror of Death, 
Victory to the annihilator of world-misery, 
And to the Compassionate and the Undeluded. 
II 
The long night of Man's errings 
Has ended, O Buddha, with the dawn of your Bodhi, 
And Man's dignity has firmly been established, 


* Taken from Mansinha’s play in Oriya, The Buddha. This is 
supposed to be sung by Heavenly spirits after Prince Siddhartha 
attained Enlightenment under the Bodhi Tree and became 
the Buddha.—Publisher. 
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In and through your very defiance and defeat of Mara, 
Making the erstwhile timid, fumbling man now 

look forward to be 
Fearless, chainless and stainless, for which only 
Thou art acclaimed now by all the worlds. 


Ia 
Ways were there many for Man’s Liberation, 
But hard, uneven, irrational, tortuous and violent; 
You have straightened them all 
Into one of loving reasonableness and civility, 
Over which great new discovery, 
Man naturally rejoices; 
Oh, great deliverer, 
Oh Buddha, worshipped by all the worlds. 


THE WORLD OF THE BUDDHA* 


Where is Thy word, 

Oh, Son of Light, 

Even when the dark night 

Of Man’s own errors 

Is hastening the whole world towards self-annihilation ? 


HI 
Millions of human hearts, 
Witnessing these wild dances on Earth, 
Of un-love and untruth and injustice, 
All in gleeful combination, 
Are silently pining, in their innermost consciousness 
For Thy word, Oh Lord. 


Hl 
To million lotus-buds of human hearts 
Eagerly looking for Thine sunshine for full blossoming, 


* Written during the 2,500th Buddha Centenary celebrations and 
sung to inaugurate one such celebration at Cuttack.—Publisher. 
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Rise, Oh Lord, rise and dispel 
The clouds of doubt and despair 
And establish the reign of Light and Truth again. 


IV 
Reminiscing Thine immense compassion 
For the suffering of every living being, 
The whole world, nailed down by its own faults, 
Desperately cries for Thine guidance, 
Oh, Holy Tathagata. 


Vv 
Let human beings blossom again 
In the bright sunshine of wisdom 
Through Thine benevolence, 
Turning homes into temples. 
The Earth’s sky resounding again 
With your message 
Of Freedom from Sufferings 
And of the blessedness of Nirbana. 


ODE ON THE DEATH OF RABINDRANATH 
TAGORE 


You brought again, after Centuries, 

Oh, great ministrel of Asia, o 

The message of ever-lasting Truths 

To this Age of Commerce and Violence, 
Madly happy with ephemerals only. 


I 
Through your pen flowed out again 
The wisdom that once had welled up, 
Like tidal waves from the hearts of 
The Vedic seers on the bank of the Sutle]J. 
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IN 
You too, as like those of bygone times, 
Created modern sagas of new Riks, 
Luxuriant with a new rich art of words 
And a sacred hermitage, 
On the shores of turbulent human consciousness, 
Fitting your lyre to the needs of the modern Age 
For fresh edification of Man. 


IV 
While others had tried to paint 
Just the world that we all see, 
You placed before humanity 
The enchanting, sublimating world 
That is beyond our physical knowledge and vision, 
Giving entrancing forms, names and habitations 
Not in your songs and poems alone, 
But in your very living, 
To that which Man has ever been seeking 
Beyond his animal existence, 
And only the shadow of which Real Reality 
Flashes in his soul at rare intervals. 


Vv 
You felt most intensely, in the innermost part of your soul 
The Mother Earth’s agonies 
At the hands of Man, her own child, 
And how God also is ever wounded down here 
With the sword-thrusts of the Devil, 
Proud of his unholiness. 


VI 
The world, resounding 
With such victories of Brutes over Man and God, 
Makes it look as though the humble and innocent millions 
Are going to be wiped clean out of this planet. 
But your very presence, so long you walked on this Globe, 
Kept living in the heart of man 
The hope, at least, of Truth and Beauty, 
And of the Divine reigning again over Satanic Chaos. 
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Who after you, 

Shall speak the message of Deliverance 
With that saintly sanction 

To this tyrannised world of ours, 

Oh, ministrel or Humanity ? 


BAPUJI 


[ Note :—In contemporary Oriya literature Mansinha might bv 
said to have been the poet of Gandhism as he stands out also 
for the Buddha and Buddhism. Mansinha has written largest num- 
ber of poems on Gandhiji in Oriya, before and after that great 
man’s death. The first poem, ‘Bapuji’, was published in the monthly 
Utkal Sahitya, even while Mansinha was still an undergraduate 
in the Ravenshaw College, Cuttack, under the full glare of 
British imperialism and even with a British Principal in the 
College,—the one intellectual in Orissa to dare it, among all 
Mansinha’s senior and junior contemporaries. Mansinha wrote a 
series of vibrant lyrics, odes and sonnets after the Mahatma’s 
tragic assassination and got published a special anthology entitled 
“Bapu-Tarpana” (Oblations to Bapu’s memory), out of which the 
translations presented here have been taken, the one, entitled 
Swarajashrama (a Gandhite’s Plight in post-independence India) 
and the one “Remember Him, Will You ?” may be the only 
poems in Oriya, to proclaim and challenge the rapid decline in 
values brought on the land by Gandhiji’s own associates and 
disciples, written and published during their noonday-glory and 
power all over the Indian subcontinent. 

Mansinha, the simple countryside boy, has all along paid 
full-throated tributes to all that he could admire as really great 
be they personalities such as Krishna, Buddha, Gandhi and 
Tagore, or collective human achievements such as the grand 
Sun-temple of Konarka while he has steadfastly refused to de- 
mean himself by saluting to the men in power in contemporary 
times bringing on himself no small amount of crucifixion and 
deprivation.—Publisher]. 


Let the dust of your feet, Bapuji 


Fall on my head, 
Sanctifying this filthy tabernacle of mine, 
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Pouring out into it your holiness: 

For, the dust of His feet 

Who is composed 

Of nothing but Truth, Compassion and 
Penances-for-others 

Cannot be mere dirt of the roads: 

And hope I, therefore, that the touch of that dust 

Shall make Truth blossom in my heart, 

And illusions accumulated through the ages 

Shall be dispelled in a trice. 


Il 
All those innumerable Heroes of History 
Who proudly flew their banners of victory 
Over rivers of human blood, 
May be turning in their graves, witnessing 
Your victories of Truth and Non-violence, dear Bapuji, 
As you have won battles, one after another, 
With no weeping of women, widowed, bereaved 

and destituted 

But which have transformed even ruthless enemies 
With your loving kindness, 
Which is unique indeed 
In the whole history of Man. 


The suppressed and humiliated of the Ages 

In all continents and countries, 

For you, small, little, humble, Bapuji 

Are seeing, for the first time, glimmering hopes 
Of their human dignity being fulfilled, at last. 
Those who had remained enveloped in darkness 
Stand now illuminated with their own lights, 
And the suppressed millions arc now raising their heads 
And resisting tyranny 

With the courage of the Spirit, 

That you .have inspired in their hearts. 


You have taught us all, Bapuji, 
How this human body 


Is no mere matter, 
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But that it is Divine in its substance, 
And that it is part and parcel of an immanent God 
Taking up a shape, 
For just the delight of evolution. 
We have but to open our own closed doors 
To see the living Deity inside, 
And find ourselves reborn; 
Which vision of the Immortal inside, 
Shall make man refuse to be cowed down 
even by guns and cannons, 
And ready to gamble with even Death. 


This is the new message you have taught, Bapuji 
To this modern world of ours, 
And raised hopes in millions of hearts 
That lay drooping in despair. 
And what you preach 
Are but the Truths Eternal 
Inscribed on the forehead of Time, 
By God, for the guidance of Man, 
Who, in his- infatuations 
With earthly distractions, 
Forgets them and his own essence. 
And so come to us the Buddhas and Rasuls, 
Just to remind us of them in loving kindness. 
And in our times, you, dear Bapuji, 
Have taken. on yourself the same campaign 
That the Buddhas and Krishnas and Christs 
Had taken on themselves in other eras. 
IH 
Fully liberated yourself, 
You have courted incarceration again and again 
Only to free us from our own bondage, 
And have accepted kicks of brutes on your frail body 
With smiles, for uplifting us, the humiliated millions. 


That fools crucify those who speak the Truth 


Is but a fact of History 
That has been fully corroborated 
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In your life also, 
As like a fresh Jesus. 


The truest of Brahmins, 

Your sacred-threads are but the sufferings of the multitude, 
And your very existence is nothing, Oh best-of-men, 
But the total cry of a million agonised hearts. 

You have slowly burnt yourself out 

Like a frail wick 

To provide us the benighted, with some illumination; 
And have worn yourself away in continuous austerities 
Only to see our arid deserts fertilised 

With the waters of the Ganga of your holy life. 

Thank God that your sacrifices 

Have had at last such abundant fulfilment, 

The dead clods blossom out in fragrance and colours, 
Wherever your waters flow; 

And 1 thirst, Bapuji, 

For only a few drops of that holy current, 

That my sinning body might be sanctified 

And this errant soul might feel itself fulfilled. 


SHE WORSHIPPED HER GOD 


The poor barber woman came to know 

From talks of the folk of her village, 

That the great Mahatma, out to lift the lowly, 
Would be coming over to her little hamlet; 
And she saw for a proof the volunteers 

Busily raise palm-leaf huts in haste 

Against His arrival, 

Making the sleepy village-orchard 

Awake with noisy crowds. 


The village elders 


Were asking in whispers, one to the other, 
What gifts would they present to Gandhi? 
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Should they, poor though they were, 
Present themselves before the Holy One 
With absolutely empty hands ? 


And the most destitute of them all, 

The barber-woman of the village 

Thus mused —; 

“What indeed shall I present ? 

What have 1? 

The others may offer at His holy feet 
Some little thing or other 

Which each of them can afford; 

But what have 1? 

What ? 

And will this most auspicious hour of all, 
Just flow away so vainly for me ? 

Shall I be so unlucky 

As to miss washing all my sins away 
With its ‘divine waters, 

When the Holy Ganga condescended to flow 
Even by my very door steps ? 


Am I such a great sinner, O Mahatma, 

Who have descended on our dusty earth 

To lift the downtrodden and the lowly, 

That I be debarred, of all people, 

For only my poverty, 

From getting the blessings 

Which millions are so lucky to receive at your hands ? 
Little merit have I earned 

In this long life of mine, ~ 

And am carrying, on the other hand, 

A little burden of sins on this greying, balding héad. 
Could I not earn a little piety 

Even at the fag end of life, 

By just worshipping those holy feet of yours, 

‘Oh, compassionate Mahatma !” 


Hd 
Gandhi and his party 
Arrived at dawn, 
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Making the empty village-orchard 

Vibrant with new life. 

And a follower in the camp 

Was heard to enquire in busy-body fashion 
If there was 

A barber in the village, 

As Bapu would like to have a shave. 


This made the villagers run pell-mell in search; 
And as they returned, 

Lo and behold, 

It was the old barber-woman who followed them, 
Fully bedecked in jewellery and silken robes, 

As like a heroine 

Out of medieval Indian poetry. 


The whole assemblage 

Saw this Vision in rapt silence, 

And the Mahatma too was seen wreathed 
In smiles of wonderment and inquisitiveness. 


But placing herself right at the feet of the Holy One 
That illiterate barber woman of Orissa, 

Forgetful of the whole world, 

Made ready her preparations, 

Slowly and silently, 

And started trimming the Holiest of the Holies 

With the dedication of a devotee. 


Asked the Mahatma in the process : 
“What good does it do to you, mother, 
This heavy jewellery— 

These bangles and anklets ?” 


And out came the reply 

From the blessed worshipper— 

‘These are not mine, Oh Mahatma, 
Poor that I am : 

Borrowed have 1 these from neighbours 
For this great occasion. 
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How could I, howsoever poor, 
Come to the presence of a God, 
Without even proper habiliments ?”’ 


And when the Mahatma’s men placed in her hands 
Her wage, 

The barber lady 

Left that most reverently at the Mahatma’s feet 
And walked back silently towards the village. 
Her whole Being 

Throbbing with beatitude, 

That she had seen at last and worshipped 

Her life’s God. * 


* Written in the thirties, on an anecdote described ty the late 
Sree Mahadeva Desai in the Young India. 


REMEMBER HIM, WILL YOU? 


When the mind gets blinded with small gains, 
And the feet slip off the right path for power. 
When noble values are sacrificed for little victories, 
That is the time 

To remember Him 

To remember Him 

To remember Him, 

Dear fellow-citizens. 


Should you, 

His soldiers and lieutenants of yesterday, 
Who carry His flag aloft, 

Dare trample underfoot His convictions 
Even while you garland His Statue ”? 
Commit not crimes, Pray, 

Reciting His holy name 
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Even though you like not to practise any of His wishes. 
A brute it was that shattered 

His tabernacle of clay to pieces ; 

But see, what cruel kicks 

His Spirit gets day and night, 

From you, His very worshippers! 

Isn’t it time 

We stopped butchering Him every moment 

Through so many of our deceptions, 

But just try to live any single of his commandments ? 
Just try? 


How much of Him remains in your mind 

On this great day of 15th August, that he gave us all, 
Lost as we are in Speeches, Parades and Festivities ? 
Should we not allow Him, 

Our so dear, dear Bapuji, 

Just the opening He seeks, 

At the door of our hearts, 

On this great Day He gave us ? * 


* Written a decade after Indian independence. 


A GANDHITE’S DILEMMA IN FREE INDIA 


““Nabo Baboo has gone to Delhi 

Whence he may proceed to Chile 

And fly from there to the land of the Markeens! 
Where the Democracy of the Dollar 

Stalks in all nakedness. 

India’s Ministry of Agriculture 

Have come to the conclusion 


1 Markeen is an Indian corruption of the word ‘American’. 
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That the unfertile fields of rocky Deccan 

And the impoverished alluvium of the Northern plains, 

Could not hold out much promise of good Gandhian 
crops, any longer, 


Without dollar-touched fertilisers 

From the land of the prosperous Yankees. 

The Chief has gone to the land of the dollar, therefore, 
To fetch this restorative from there, 

That the dying Gandhi-crops in India 

Might have a new lease of life. 

Tell us what you need, 

There is the new party Secretary, and also the President, 
You may as well ask them what you want to know” 


He, a true Gandhite from a far-off village, 
Heard all that in silence, 
Standing in the wide courtyard of the Swaraj Ashram,. 
Stooping with age, his head turned bald on top, 
With a palm-leaf umbrella in his hands, 
Clad in rough hand-spun, his dusty feet unshod, 
He thus replied, in an humble but firm tone 
To the youthful and loquacious new office-bearer 
(Who had come to dominate the party and the State 
With the change of leadership, after independence) :— 
“Needs have I none; nor any prayers; 
Trudged have I all the way from far-off Kakatpur, 
Just to have a word with the Leader. 
Opening our hearts, one to the other, 
I would have liked to pour out all my feelings to him, 
And to him alone, 
Before I left the Party: 
Or we might have come upon some solution 
With which I could have gone back to my village 

in mental peace. 
Here in my one hand is a plan 
For the establishment of Gandhi-dom on earth, 
Meant for his guidance, 
And should be delivered to none but him. 
You may take, however, what I have in my other hand. 
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My resignation from the Party, 
Written, not with ink, 
But with the blood of my heart. 
Hand it out to the Secretary, 
And tell the Chief when he returns from his foreign tours 
That Niranjan Swain of Kakatpur came to meet him. 
(The same, in whose poor hut he once shared stale rice 
On a hot noon, in those hard days of our struggle,) 
Before he left his dear National Congress, of his 

own accord.” 


The young party official heard all that 

And said in smiles of unveiled taunt,— 

“Have the comrades held out larger hopes to 
you, old man, 

When the perquisites from the Congress 

You found rather below your expectations ?” 


At this, it seemed, his old bones got galvanised, 

His downcast eyes looked sharply up, 

And failing to hold himself any longer 

Blurted out he, in a voice chocked with feelings— 

“No less a man than the great Father of the Nation, 
was my leader, 

And let it be known, 

That I am not going to follow any other tout 

For any mess of pottage.” 


With these words he firmly turned his steps 

With the long-familiar Ashram premises at his back, 
And slowly opened the outer gates. 

But there and then, 

He felt as though his mind, heart and imagination 


‘Came suddenly to a stand-still. 


Where will he go, this true follower of Gandhi? 
And his former dreams of a new Utopia seemed 
to have evaporated; 

‘He could not look back, as Bapu was no ionger 
there to guide, 
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And the vision in front was all a vacuum for him; 
His whole life now appeared to be a 

mere Waste Land. 
This same Ashram, hallowed with the dust of Bapu’s feet, 
Was very heaven to him, if heaven there be 

anywhere on earth; 
Could he now really leave it so willingly ? 
No, No. 
How, How, How could he do that? 
Wouldn't his poor life be all the poorer, 
Losing all meaning, rid of Bapu'’s life-long associations ? 


In utter confusion, 

Unable to think any more, 

Poor Niranjan the faithful Gandhite 

Sat down on the steps of the gate in cascading pity. 


The young, new, upstart Party-Secretary, 

Saw this from a distance and with a twinkle in his eyes 
Shouted to a friend, 

“TIsn’t that chap crazy? 

Why should he stop at our gate 

When he has resigned from our party ?” 
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CALLS TO A POET 


When the poet was a mere child, 
Lost in dreams and make-beliefs, 
He heard some friendly voices, 
And started a search around. 


He wandered the world over, 

But failed to meet the friendly faces 

And discovered at last, 

That the call was from flowers in his own garden. 


When the poet reached adolescence 
He heard unfamiliar strains again, 
And again did he start the search, 
To know at last, 

That it was 

But a maiden'’s first love-song. 


When the poet grew old 
Calls became incessant again, 
And he walked the Earth, 
To fix the invisible callers. 


It dawned on the poet at last, 

That the calls were from within his own soul, 
And after he started listening in, 

He spent the rest of his life in tense ecstacy. 


2 


THE SLEEPING GOD 
1, the child of Divinity 


Am wending my way towards Hell, 
Are you asleep somewhere, My God? 
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lI 
Sinless I came 
To distribute heavenly nectar to all and sundry 
On the Earth, and 
To reach messages to humans, 
Of the Divine and the beatitudes of the Heavens. 


Faintly do I remember, 

How a Heavenly mother 

Sent me down physically naked, but clothed with holiness, 
Whispering Mantrams, for guidance, into my ears, 
During my earthly travels. 

But forgotten have I, 

Every syllable of that celestial advice, 

In the midst of the busy throngs of the world. 
And it seems, God that sent me here 

Lies asleep somewhere, 

And invisible, 

Lest I might shout for His assistance ! 


IIT 
Far have IT strayed from the right track, 
The temple being fully lost to my sight, 
No sign either of the pennant, nor even of the spire, 
Is visible to me, 
Even though I have climbed on to tree-tops on the way 
Looking around for them, for guidance. 
In this pathetic desertion in a strange land, 
In this continuous hopelessness and helplessness, 
I, the child of Light, am now groping in Darkness. 
I that was free, am now bound by inhibitions all around, 
How am I to get out of these 
Strange oppressive experiences ? 
Where is the light ? 
Where is any guidance ? 
And should God be sleeping all the while ? 


IV 


He who came to change the world 
Himself stands deluded and befuddled by its wiles, 
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The Divine bas got entangled in all tbat is earthly 
The vast, moves infatuated with the small, 

The Eternal selling itself out 

For the glamour of the ephemeral. 


Where is the way out? 

Where is a loving guiding hand ? 
V./here is the Divine thunder 

To shatter the tyranny of Sins ? 
If God goes to sleep 

Who will help man? 

Man, the child of the Divine, 
Cries in distress 

For a Father-in-Heaven, 

To come and stand by him. 

But is He there at all, 

While I cry on for Him, 

As I am dragged more and more into sin? 


THE GOLDEN AGE 


Where is that Golden Age gone, 

When man and God walked on earth, arm-in-arm, 
With no difference between the two? 

Satiated with the stale pleasures 

On the banks of the Heavenly Ganga 

Were’nt even the gods supposed to come down 
On to the dusty valleys of tHis earth 

For human joys ? 


And they say, they once mingled with us 
Shedding tears of sympathy at our misery, 
Consoling us in loving embraces, 

While sharing our little joys on this earth. 


And they were said too, 
To stand behind us as our strength, 
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As our staunch comrades, 
Jn times of crisis. 


Where are those times gone indeed ? 
And why? 

Nobody listens to us how-so-ever we cry, 
In all our misery, these days! 


Has this world changed indeed ? 

Is’nt there the same sky, the same sun and stars ? 
And is’nt the same water flowing 

In the very same rivers ? 

Same indeed are the human beings, 

Both men and women, 

Radhas still crying their souls out 

For a Krishna that never appears ! 


Haven't we all have the same miseries 
As like a Sudama, but million-fold more, 
Under which this Mother Earth 

Now groans in impotent agony ! 

But where have the gods gone ? 

Not even one visits 

The afflicted and the miserable 

To wipe out their tears 

With their hands! 


Is all that mere myth then ?-— 
This coming down of gods on to this our dusty earth 
To take away man’s load of sorrows? 


yu 


ACCESS TO THEE 


I view not Thy Temple 

As far-off or beyond reach, 

And I feel not the need, 

For penances prescribed in hoary texts 
To meet Thee. 

Mine is the simple approach of flowers 
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That blossom in the forest, 

And worship Thee with their fresh colours and fragrance 
Sending aloft, not tears 

But endless smiles. 

Is not this very existence 

An ever lighted torch 

Of homage to Thee? 

And is not each of the countless lives 

In this vast creation of yours, 

A path each, 

To Thy Temple? 

The roads winding across 

The small sorrows and pleasures of every day, 
The pining of one soul for another, 

The surrender of one to the other, 

The agonies of the prolonged conflict called life,— 
Are not all these 

But paths that lead to Thy Presence ? 


Virtues and austerities have I none 
Worthy to offer Thee, my Lord, 
And what a shame, indeed, 

Oh, King of kings! 

To think of entering Thy precincts 
With empty hands! 


But gone is that fright, my Lord, 

My heart is free now from those halting tremors, 
And determined at least am I to seek Thee out 
Only through my daily tears and smiles. 

How charmingly simple 
Is access to Thee indeed! 


MAY I GET ALL THAT BACK ? 


May I get back, My Lord, 
Those dreamy days of childhood, 
Those times green and succulent 
With love and innocence ! 
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II 


1 had prayed to you 

For the very same things, 

At the dawn of life, 

For which my soul still hungers, 

But the one who prayed for the Path, 

Finds himself Pathless, 

And Frustration has dominated life 

In place of Truth, Beauty or Love. 

Won'’t you take away all the trash 1 never wanted 
And give me that which I wished for? 


II 


How happily did I wander about those days, 
Like a bee among fresh mango-blossoms, 
Fresh, warm blood coursing in veins, 
When even this drab world 

Looked like the very heaven. 


Once during those gay wanderings 

I met on the road-side, a girl 

Holding out a garland, 

The garland of her own beauty for me,— 
And we could not speak to each other 
For the very fullness of our feelings, 

But kept smiling at each other 

And mutely exchanged hearts, 

To become one, with the warmth of love. 
May I get back, now, my Lord, 

That sweet, silent, eloquent, 

Soul-to-soul speech ? 


IV 


All these years since that golden moment, 
Only tears of frustration have flowed on 
And disillusions and disappointments galore, 
Quarrels over mere straws, 

And struggles over Nothingness. 
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Vv 
Do take away, My Lord, 
These nauseating accumulations, 
And give me back, 
(Why should’nt you ?) 
Those little things 
That the worldlings do not value much 
But my soul has ever longed for,— 
That colour, 
That warmth, 
That fragrance, 
Of the spring ? 


Vv 
Take away, I pray, all that the world esteems, 
All that the vulgar value as great, 
But give me, oh Lord, back my sweet childhood, 
When dreams were my only delight, 
When my heart throbbed only for Beauty, 
When these eyes had perennial tears of sympathy, 
When this soul was sinless, 
And when the transparent mind 
had a thousand wondering eyes 
for your marvellous Creation all around. 


THE MURDER OF A SWAN. 


Spotlessly white, with a slender neck 

That looked like a garland of Mallika flowers, 
And with a golden beak, as though 

His loving spouse had dubbed it with turmeric. 
In warm affection. 


I 
The happy creature was swimming gaily 
In some far-off sequestered pond 
With his darling partner, 
When heartless man captured it 
For the beastly pleasure of his appetite. 
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III 
As the captured innocence was carried home, 
Jt tried to lessen its misery 
With piteous wailings, 
And flapped its tied wings, off and on, 
In vain bids for Freedom. 


IV 
But the more it tried to be free, alas, 
The tighter were the strings drawn around, 
And the more piteous grew its cries. 
And a playful servant of the household, 
To show his bravado, 
Twisted its neck and taunted 
“How dare you hope for freedom after all this” ? 


Vv 
Brought home in the evening, 
It starved the whole night. 
Lying absolutely motionless in sheer fatigue, 
Its lovely long neck sank on its feathered back, 
In tell-tale exhaustion. 


VI 
“Not yet dead though’ said the Master, 
As he observed it, a little disappointed, 
“And should we wait? Why not finish it, 
As quickly? Err...start a fire without delay.” 


VII 
I, a child, was standing close by, 
Looking sadly at the piteous spectacle, 
When the Master turned to me with smiles and said, 
“Could you finish it off ?—No, you cannot, I know, 
Good-for-nothing that you are, 
Better get somebody else for the job”. 


VIII 
Spurred on by the charge of incompetence, 


And to prove his worth before his elders, 
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The foolish child in a show of ‘I-too-can-do-it,’ 
Started twisting the dying swan’s neck 

As though it were no more 

Than a length of sugar-cane. 


IX 


Happily for the swan, 

His good soul soon flew away to Heaven; 
But that cruel memory has been driving nails 
Into that child's conscience ever since, 
Nothing having been able to wipe out 

The marks of that morning’s soul-lessness. 


X 


That wailing swan that night and that murder, next-morn, 
Have invaded his memory in close frequency, 

That broken neck and that immobile body, 

Keep driving furrows in his psyche, 

For ever and ever more. 


XI 


Did’nt the waiting, starving swan 

All that dreadful night, think 

How its darling often would 

Feed him the lotus stalks in sheer endearment, 

While they both played in the pond? 

That loving spouse in agonising separation 

Must have waited in vain, 

Hoping for the dear one to return, 

From the pond to the nest, and the nest to pond, 
wandering: 

And looking in all quarters, 

In overwhelming hopelessness. 


XII 


That sudden calamity in those two simple lives, 
Those mute mutual unspoken longings 
Of those two souls from afar, 
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And the unsatisfied happiness of both, 
Have remained perpetual chastisement 
To this criminal to this day. 


MY LOST JEWEL. 


As the cow bellows for the distant calf 
As the lonely dove fills the woodland with pity, 
As plants yearn for the sunshine, 
So do ‘I pine for thee and weep, 
My dear little lost jewel. 


II 
Like one suddenly gone blind, 
Like the rich robbed of his all, overnight, 
I grope in the darkness of sudden misfortune, 
My dear little lost jewel. 


IT 
Like a golden lotus you hung on my breast, 
Your lisping words were music divine, 
But that speech, that smile, those frolics of yours 
Are now but cruel agonies, 
My dear little lost jewel. 


IV 
On the same breast that you oft adorned 
Like a golden lotus, 
I carried your limbs, stiff with the touch of Death, 
And laid them on the pyre, wailing over my fate, 
Wishing to share death with you, 
My dear little lost jewel. 


Vv 
Did’nt I often look into your divine eyes and say, 
“It seems, child, you have strayed by mistake, 
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For, such as you, are not to be claimed 
Under roofs like mine” ? 
Why indeed did you come unasked 
And dash my hopes as suddenly, 

My dear little lost jewel ? 


VI 
Are you in the sky? 
In the wind? 
Or in the under world? 
Might you not be suffering from the elements ? 
Might you not be feeling hunger and thirst ? 
Between whose snug arms, 
Will you spend the terrific rainy nights, 
My dear little lost jewel? 


VII 

I go the daily rounds 
Meeting the needs of existence, 
But, in my heart's inner-most, 
Ceaselessly burns the torch of your memory, 
Kept alive with the fuel of tears, 
And my soul keeps crying out for you, 
Day and night, 

My dear lost jewel. 


(Translated by Sri D. V. Rama Rao of Berhampore 
and published in the Triveni of Bangalore) 


THE CREATIVE EMBRACE 


The sea says to land, 

“Are not you really my worst enemy? 
Blocking my freedom on all sides, 
You mar my very character!” 
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Says land to sea—‘‘You are the worst 

Of the unwanteds in my home.— 

Have’nt you wiped out cities and civilisations 
Through centuries, 

In country after country ?” 


In a soft cosmic smile, says Creation, 

“You solid and you liquid, 

Remember please, 

That ‘I’ am possible 

Only through a close embrace of you two!” 


INGRATITUDE. 


I had planted a creeper 

That emits fragrance 

And dances over my window 
When the wind blows. 


II 
J had planted a sapling 
That gives me shade unasked, 
And fills, in season, 
My palms with luscious fruits. 


III 
I had adopted a little animial, 
Mute and stupid, 
That repaid my love with loyalty, 
And followed my footsteps wherever 1 went. 


IV 
But a human child 
That I had fostered 
With so much affection 
Left me long ago 
With only parting kicks as a reward. 
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Does the seed know its own potentialities ? 
But the far distant sun knows all that, 
He fondles it with his warm touch, 

And brings the glory out of invisibilities 
Of the seed’s own ‘inside’. 


IH 
Trees and plants that were leaf-less and morose 
Under the damp, cold touch of winter, 
Laughed with fruits and flowers again, 
As soon as the spring kissed them with zephyr. 


IM 
Parched with the scorching rays of a relentless sun, 
The earth was lying in death-gasps 
When the sky sprinkled it 
With blessed drops, 
And miraculously revived 
All her former green graces, 
Prelude to a golden harvest. 


IV 
Do I .really know my own potentialities ? 
But sure enough, these are already stored up, 
In Thine compassionate awareness, Oh, Lord, 
And so have I been waiting for Thy touch, 
Just as the seed waits for the Sun’s. 


WHO SAYS WHAT? 


Who vilifies you ? 

And what does he scandalise on? 
And is it also, that not just one, 
Nor even a dozen, 
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But the whole world speaks ill of you? 

Do not get scared, traveller, 

For all that: 

But stand firmly on your ground, 

All alone. 

And remember, 

Thousands of arrows cannot shake a mountain ! 


II 
Remain firm and full, as a hill, 
At your own stance, 
Or trek away your lonely journey, 
Regaling yourself with the unheard music 
From your inner recesses, 
And with the draughts of nectar 
From the depths of your soul. 


IM 
Who could possibly there be 
Between you and your God, Oh, traveller ? 
Human voices are irrelevant, in between, 
And these slanderous whispers of many mouths; 
Why worry over that at all? 


IV 
He who stays inside, 
Is powerful speech, 
Though silent. 
Try dialogues with Him, 
Dear traveller, 
And enrich the earthly existence 
With joy superb. 


Vv 
Are you traveller, aware, 
That your journey is endless indeed ? 
But you are seen often lazing about, 
By the road-side, for no purpose? 
Refuse to waste interests in the irrelevant, will you ? 
And keeping ever burning in the heart, 
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The final goal, 

Carry on the ceaseless journey, 
Mingling your little existence, 
In That which alone exists. 


VI 
Who scandalises ? 
What evils do they speak of ? 
And does the whole world speak ill of you ? 
Lend not your ears to all that, 
Worry not over any of it, 
But try to see the Reality with your own inner lamp, 
And let lotuses bloom 
Out of your own muddy waters. 


THE OCEAN AND THE DROP 


The vast ocean spreads out 

In grand limitlessness. 

What has a mere drop of water 

To do with that? 

How can the tiny drop dare hope to declare 
Any relationship with the ocean? 

The humble littleness being its only right station ! 


Ia 
But at times the little drop 
Mysteriously throbs 
With the idea 
That it is the Ocean indeed 
That is called also the Drop, 
And the two are not really different, though separate. 


Il 


Is’nt this spiritual defeat 
Of the Vast 
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To the Little, 
The best expression of the Divinity 
In our complex Creation ? 


THE GREAT JOURNEY 


I hope to fly from Life to Life, 
From Act to Act and one Heart to another, 
To pass from Dream to Dream 
Singing ever new songs in ever fresh moods. 


This earth seems too still for my ever restless spirit, 
Conveying the message in me, of the Life eternal. 


Il 
Hope I, so, to journey from star to star, 
Venturing on from one world to another, 
Letting none obstruct my free course, 
Nor permit hesitation from others’ counsels. 


Endless though is my path, 

Crave I not 

For any rest by the road-side, 

But being a drop of God’s Great Life, 
I hope to be eternally flowing 

In His vast creatior from point to point. 


III 
Taking the whole creation as my habitat 
I feel like a being with thousand eyes and ears, 
My spirit craving for myriad experiences. 
Un-merged in the small or the ephemeral, 
My spirit would run, ever in search of 
The fountains of light and compassion, 
In this jungle of existence. 
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IV 
Son of God and kin of heavenly beings, 
Eater of nectar and disseminator of Blessedness, 
I hope to wipe tears from all agonised eyes 
And distribute good in ‘all God’s worlds 
In life after life, like a Garuda fetching 
The full pitcher of nectar from Heaven; 
I shall permit no snag on this eternal expedition, 
My one binding wish being 
To flow out like a river of unalloyed joy 
Through the whole Creation. 


V 
Free am I, 
Alert am I, 
Forever on the move, 
With no end to my endeavours. 
God’s peripatetic creator, 
Craving for only movements and creations. 
Refusing to remain loyal to one, 


Belonging as I do to All, 

Beyond Space and Time, 

Fully liberated in heart, 

I would not care to get attached to one single soul 
But shall shower love-clouds on all the worlds around, 
As the Lover of the Universe. 


My soul having at last found out 
Its right track, । 

Is flying even now in limitless Space 
Singing full-throated songs 

Pouring out a supremely glad heart. 
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OF A SORROWING WORLD 


‘Selection from Mansinha’s Sonnet-Century, 
Krush or The Cross in Oriya. 
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FOR WHOM? 


From the cruel Cross hangs the holy body 
Of Jesus, the sharp nails piercing 

His flesh and gone right into 

The timber behind; and His sacred head 
Hangs down in its own weight, crying aloud 
For water, in pitiful thirst. 


Blood flows out from the ghastly wounds 

On the hands and feet, and nailed on to the wood, 
The ostentatious crown otf thorns still bites His head, 
A supposed knave, between two others. 


For whom did you go through such unspeakable sufferings, 
Oh Jesus, great Lord of Compassion ? 

For whom did you bear all those indignities 

And this piteous death of being nailed on a Cross, 

Oh Avatar of world’s Redemption ? 


Some being answers from inside the questioner — 
—“For you, for you indeed, 
Jesus still hangs nailed on the Cross!” 


MY OWN CROSS 
But, do I not carry my own heavy Cross 
On my own back, of Sorrow, frustration and of 
vilifications ? 
Is’nt my existence flowered with thousand bleeding wounds, 
My back remaining ever open to the lashings of insults 
Of the common, envious folk ? 


I, too, carry a crown of thorns on my head, 
Though it be of un-knowledge, 
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For which, stung 

By a thousand Cobras of Desires, 

I still run after 

The temptations of Life, 

Unmindful of the kicks on my back 

Thoroughly drenched 

With the warm blood-streams of sorrow and frustration, 


I too often cry out in vain for the waters of mercy— 

‘“Forsake me not, my Lord and Father, 

Where are indeed Thy Light and Way and 
Compassion Divine ?” 


Crushed as I am, every moment 

With the cruel crucification of my own Sorrows, 
How could Jesus 

Be said to have died for me, on a Cross ? 


THE CROSSES COUNTLESS 


The Avatars have proclaimed, one after another, 
They came on the Earth at the bidding of the Divine, 
In His great Compassion for Humanity, 

To redeem Man of the burden of his sorrows. 


But breathes there one soul 

That could honestly declare 

His back has ever been 

Free of the burden of the heavy Cross of sufferings, 
Said to have been lifted off, as it were, 

By the merciful fingers of an Allah, invisible, 

Or those of Christ Jesus, 

Making that man’s existence on this Earth, 

A trip across seas of joy? 
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What we see all around is a piteous sight 

Of every man and woman trudging, bent 

Under the heavy cross of numberless pains of life, 
Which carry they must, 

Notwithstanding the plenitude of promises 

Of Divine Compassion 

‘Of God-sent prophets. 


Not I alone, but millions of Co-travellers 
On the road of Life, 

Trudge on in agony and vexation 
Carrying over on backs Crosses 

Red with our own ever-oozing blood 
And ever-flowing tears. 


THE UNPERTURBED 


A poet’s heart gets pulversized 

‘Often with many an agony of the Co-beings, 

Seeking restlessly for answers to many a question, 
Unable to offer any redress, 

He himself being but one among 

The Deprived and the Depressed myriads of this earth. 


Sometimes in the deep silerce of nights 

He looks up to the sky and asks pathetically, 
“With Thee, Lord of the Creation, 
Omnipresent and Co-existent with all, 

Why could not there be a solution 

To world’s all these senseless miseries ? 


At the call of single demoniacs, on the other hand, 


See what holocausts the whole nations go through, 
Drenching Mother Earth with their blood and tears, 
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While those children of Satan 
Gloat with loud laughters over such successes. 


How could Thou who art All-Eye 
Be blind to such colossal suffering of millions ? 


PRETENTIONS OF THE PENURIOUS 


Poor, weak and shamefully insignificant, 

Unable to meet even his own few needs, 

Why, my Lord, fillest Thou this unworthy’s bosom 
With wild dreams of redeeming even the vast world 
Of its vaster sufferings ? 


Why these raisest Thou in the bosom of one 

Who himself is so trampled-down in life, brooding over 
These meaningless moanings and mopings 

For the downtrodden fellows of his ? 


Crippled by his own sufferings and lying by the roadside 

In helpless agony, 

He sees only the procession of the proud and the 
privileged 

Passing in all insolence, 

At all hours. 


The indigent poet’s heart cries out in prayer, my Lord, 
That you entrust him 

To break up and rebuild this world 

As he desires it should be, 

Or, to close down all his senses through which 

The cries of the suffering world enters his soul 

And keeps forever agonising him so helplessly. 


Would not that be infinitely better far, 


Than unfruitful aspirations in a poor weakling, 
For saving the world? 
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Oh Thou silent and mystery Eternal, 
Thou ever alert in the endless coil 
Of creations and dissolutions of Worlds, 
How cleverly indeed have thou made the whol-c 
Creation forever reverbate 
With countless questions, without an answer? 


From the first dawn to this, the vast bosom 
Of the vaster world throbs with unanswered 

querries only — 
Who is He ? How is He ? And where is He ?— 
Streaming down from Creation’s all strata, 
Shaking the whole limitless firmament with their urgency. 


It is this questioning 

That blossoms out in the soft petals of flowers, 
In the pitiful cry of the new-born babe, 

In the thundering roar of the breakers, 

In the flash of the lightening 

As well as in the deep murmur of forests 
And in the comity of the solar throngs. 


Thou hast, knowingly it seems, 

Withdrawn Thyself into mysterious silence, 

With Man so intriguingly made a mere questioning 
animal ! 


THE MALADJUSTED 


Not contemporary times only, 

But the whole beginningless past — 

Haunts me with its cries of agony 

Arising out of every iniquity and torture, 

Even their long-dried-up tears freshly wetting my cheeks, 
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Wherever the strong pounced on the weak, 
Or the pretentious priest sent to bloody battles 
Inflaming the gullible with dogmatic nonsense, 
Whenever or wherever the cry of agony has arisen 
In the soul of man or any sentient being for 
whatsoever cause, 
Has never failed to deeply churn 
This whole soul of mine. 


And, 

1 cannot get any satisfactory explanation 

Oh Mother of the Universe, 

For this wretched artifice of yours, of blood and tears, 
Where in the midst of blind and power-proud forces 
Mercy and compassion appear to be 

But unwanted and meaningless propositions. 


THE ECHO 


The faint gaspings of drowned babies 

Thrown into the swallowing waves of the Gangetic estuary 
At the dictates of barbaric priests, 

Are echoing in my heart, 

And so also the cries of young reluctant widows 
Forced to burn with their dead old husbands, 
Above the thick noise-cover of drums 

And savage shouts of setanic homicides. 

Echoes in my heart also 

The cry of the black African, 

Uprooted from his habitat, 

Separated from his kith and kin, 

Driven with merciless whips of cruel whites 

To till their cotton fields. 


Wherever was human dignity even slightly insulted 
That keeps rankling, alas, in this humble poor heart, 
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Proclaims the Philosopher loudly over there, 
“AIl that suffering is but Maya evanescent, 
Behind this kalaedoscopic mirage, 

The One great reality is but God. 

Be calm, Man, for that reason, 

And stay equal in joy and suffering 

As like a water-drop on lotus-leaf’”, 


This is no abstract metaphysics, beyond our heads, 
And we agree in full as we find 

The cheeks that were once the theatre of passions 
Attracting multitudes, 

Are now deserted, and the eyes 

That were once quick with challenges 

Do now spread but the death of joy! 


The suns and stars are dying, 

And fortunes rise and fall, 

Empires rise and disappear in moments, 
Nothing stands still, 

All is only ceaseless coming and going! 


And the mind, after all, concedes — 

“The philosopher is right after all ! All is but Maya. 
But there is one exception, I am afraid, 

And that is the helpless drops of tear 

On the agonised cheeks of a man in distress !” 


» 


THE TORTURED GOD 


From the depths of the poet’s heart 

Someone seems to say 

“Innocent as a child, 

How naturally you fail to realise, Oh Poet, 
That it is but Mine own agony that wells out 
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As tears from million eyes, 

It is Me who alone suffers 

In all that moves or stands still in the Creation ! 
Did you ever realise, Oh Poet, 

That pain inflicted on the smallest living being, 
Even though it be unawares, 

Pains Me deeper than the victim itself ? 


Mine agony, therefore, when human souls are tortured 
Should well be imagined ! 

Through poison, or bayonet or sword or starvation, 
Wherever a human soul passes away in sore torment, 
Wherever a human breast breaks in tearful sighs 

For silently-borne injustice,— 

To all that, keenly sensitive, 

Is Mine vast bosom. 


Says He “My spirit being co-existent with 

mine own Creation 
How could 1 remain indifferent 
To world’s sufferings, Oh Poet ?” 


THE JOY OF THE CROSS 


That Thou, my Lord, art Thyself being consumed 
Ceaselessly, with the flames of the world’s sorrows 
And 1 have failed so far to learn Thine own agony 
By jot or title worries me too, 
1, so far having remained but an impotent spectator 
Or helplessly melting myself away in tears on occasions. 
Whirling round and round in the vortices 
Of mine own selfish runnings—about, 
I have remained callous to the pitiful cries 
Of the hungry, the sick, and to miserable millions 
of the world; 
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Consoling myself with the casuistry— 
“When none takes away any part of mine own miseries 
How could those of others be my obligation ?” 


Mine own littlest joys and sorrows, my Lord, 
Have thus possessed my whole awareness, 
Till I knew Thee well, 
But now that I have surrendered entire 
All my joys and sufferings in Thee, 
I would like to reciprocate Thee, in howsoever 
little a measure; 
In sharing Thine own sufferings. 


I hope now to carry Thy cross in all happiness 
Life after life, 

If only 1 saw Thine feet always 

Stepping along in front as my guide-line. 


CARRY THY CROSS 


The last word, Ye, fellow-travellers, 

Is that, though cruel it be, 

You each have to carry your own Cross, 
There is none, below or above, 

Who could relieve you of that heavy burden. 


If God there is, He must be all over, 
Inside us all as in the Universe, 

Making each of us a God potential 

And making us pass through countless lives, 
Carrying the Cross of our experiences 

For the final evolution of the God in us all. 


The Brahmin, the Padre and the Mulla, 


Are but tools of commercialised faiths, 
Landing us all on unanswerable vexations; 
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The real test of our worth at the last judgement 
Being, perhaps, 

How many drops of tear each of us has shed 
To soften the hard crust of this Earth. 


God can never be different 

From your tears and smiles and joys and sorrows, 
And that indeed being the Cross of Life, 

How would you like another 

To carry it vicariously for you? 


THE REAL WORSHIP 


Infinite as the Lord is, 

May be the true search for Him 
Should be all that reflects the Infinite 
In the Finite, 

And the real penance for His realisation 
Should be that which thrills the small 
With the kinship-touch of the limitless. 


Invisible as He is, 

The proper course of life ought also to be 

To flow on unknown to the world outside, 

The inner inundation all the while keeping 

The outside blooming, 

As the great Unmanife5;t does in all that is manifest. 


It is the Secret that is playing hide and seek 
Through Expressions, 

Wanting to have itself seen 

With its own-created myriad eyes. 

May TI not, therefore, seek Him 

Both inside and outside, 

The Knower of the Hearts’ insides 

And the Super-Lord of the worlds, 
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His worship cannot be a mere reciting of His powers 
But His close Fellowship in works and being aware of Him 
In and through Truths only. 


LET ME SING THAT GREAT SONG 


Let this tiny spark of life, 

Alive only through Thine mercy, Oh great Mother, 
Sing that mighty song 

Sung by the Choir of the Heavens, 

Of Stars and suns, 

Throbbing the whole Creation. 


The song that makes the myriads 

Of suns and stars ceaselessly dance away 

The Rasa-dance of Love round the Invisible Lover, 
In the vast space — 

And the same too, 

That bursts out from the eyes 

Of earthly lovers, in the spring time of lite. 


The song that the world of vegetation 
Thrillingly listens to 

When the soft, warm vernal wind 

Sweeps in, after sunless days of winter, 
And resurrected as a new bride, 

Stands blushing, offering its graces to all. 


Let this small creation of Thine, 


Oh, Mother of all sweet sounds, 
Try to sing only that one song. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


98 


RIPPLES OF THE MAHANADI 
THE VOID DESIDERATIUM 


In the midst of these thousand quick-made friendships, 
These hundreds of How-do-you-dos of the daily life, 
These shows of affinity, hiding self-centred interests, 
And these soulless endearings with slumbering purposes, 
These and all those variegated mixtures 
Called nations, clans, states and families, 
The endless streams of humanity we meet on the streets, 
And the limitless conglomeration of things that is 

this world—: 
In the midst of this mighty concourse of men and matters, 
Do I not crave, My Father, for a mere slip of loneliness, 
To feel to the full, in that void intimate, 
The uniqueness which you have blessed me with ? 
Grant me, Father, only such little voids of Time 

and Space, 

Wherein indeed my little ego could have its fill of 

your Presence. 


(Published in the Mother India of Sri Aurobindo 
Ashram, Pondicherry) 


THE ENTICING VAST 


A lone straggling bird in a dark stormy night 

Descries the distant Light-House and flies headlong for it 
Across the vast expanse of an inhospitable sky, 
Keeping in its little bosom 

A meagre wick of hope burning, 

To find the much-needed shelter. 


But the poor thing drops dead onto the dashing 
waves beneath 
As it strikes against the hard wall of glass, 
Getting at last the compassion from death, 
That Life had denied it so far. 
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The same impulse often comes to me, Oh Mother, 
To plunge into the vast, dark storms of the Unknown, 
Gliding on wings spread in full length, 

Delighting in the very danger of that daring, 

To drop dead at last 

In the gold glare of the lamps of Your Temple. 


Is not annihilation better far, 
In the very vision of the Divine Light, 
Than a life of aeons in unawareness of its own Truths ? 


(Published in the Mother India of Sri Aurobindo 
Ashram, Pondicherry) 


THE PLUNGE 


Ceasing to be lonely in this noisy world of ours, 
When I am face to face with You at some points 
of stillness, 
Do 1 not plunge and swim and splash in all happiness 
In the sea of Life That is You, 
Desiring for no other company? 


I find in those Oceanic depths, 

(Whose surface-waves are but the world’s phenomena, 

Vast and shoreless, spreading from grasses to 
` far-off stars, 

Tumultuous ever) 

Peace and sympathy untold. 


And the same Me, 

Lonely and desperate, 

Fleeing from the shore’s noisy human throng, 
Feels his tiny point of Existence 

Expand over the vast universe, 

As soon as You breathe on him. 
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The hostile world comes to hug him in close embrace, 
When all other openings of soul are closed, 
Leaving only the single one that looks onto You. 


(Published in the Mother India of Sri Aurobindo: 
Ashram, Pondicherry) 


THE DESTITUTE’S GLORY 


That Thou hast not burdened me 

With what they call favours of Fortune 

Is indeed my blessing unique, 

Making my worship of Thy feet so easy, 


Unencumbered as I am 

With power or pelf or renown. 

And the joy and freedom of non-possession, 
Makes my journey to Thy Temple doors, 
Ever so effortless. 


Grateful am I that Thou kept my pot empty 

To have it filled one day with the grains of Thy Grace, 
And made me wallow in mud and dust of life 

To be washed clean 

With Thine own compassionate hands. 

My forlorn travels 

Seeking only Thy Fellowship, all the endless way, 

Are blessed at last’ 


THE UPSURGE 
As the delicate lotus comes up 


Struggling through the muddy depths 
To spread out its bosom for an embrace of the Sun, 
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As the cloud rushes crazily down from the high sky, 
For a romantic feel of the Earth; 


So is, Oh Mother, the flower of my soul 

Ever open and upward for the grace of Thy Smile, 
And mine little mind 

Is charged with emotions 

To lose itself in Thy Largeness, as like clouds. 


What but a mother’s touch and the feel of assurance 
Could calm the stormy unquiet of my soul, 

Craving for an understanding and vision of Truth, 
Bartering all the small attachments away 

For a Larger Love ? 


This mind is so wild, and so perverse, may be, 
For Thy touch only, Oh Mother, for Thy touch at last !! 


A POET’S PRIVILEGE 


If 1 ever be born again on this Earth, 

I ask, My Lord, only this little favour of you, 

That you may put a lyre again in my hands, 

And give me a seat in the world’s assembly ot poets, 


I ask not mine own deliverance or happiness, 

Make me only a poet, birth after birth, 

That 1 might breathe Truth and Goodness in songs, 

And awaken the Divine in Earth’s million muddy 
breasts, 


And when mankind, insane with ignorance, 

Would rush to push cruel sabres into one another, 
1, singing Thy name on the Lyre, 

Might prevent the sheer brutalities. 


Is not the poet’s heart Thy seat? 
And what except the poet's words 
Shall make Thy Glory blosom on this clayey world 
of ours ? 
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SMALL POSSESSION 


Ignorant man records with great care 

His little History, 

Imagining in complacent vanity 

That his achievements have been made deathless — 
But Time smiles. 


Absorbed in his little To-day, 

Man forgets 

How Time has feasted on corpses of a million 
civilisations 

And still hangs on His shoulders 

Scores of dying worlds. 


O Eternity, that has no Present 

But only a beginning-less Past, 
Ceaselessly flowing towards endless Future, 
Tell me, where could I keep 

My meagre savings ? 

You know, of course, I possess but little, 
And that little 

Is just a warm tear-drop 

For the world’s sorrows. 


THE LOST TEARS 


Of all the gifts, my Lord, that Thou hast blessed me with, 
The richest seem to be these impotent tears of sorrow,— 
The best offering that I could place at thy feet 

Is this garland of precious pearls, 

Gathered from the depths of my heart. 


Poor, helpless, ignorant and crippled, 

Watching the World’s misery in helpless agony 
And crying my soul out in sheer despair, 

Of little use have TI been to Life. 
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But of those countless pearls, 
Culled out of my unmeasured misery 
And offered to Thee, my Lord, day after day 
Over this long life, 
May I ever hope to see them as a garland 
Hung over your breast ? 
Or are they too just lost and wasted ? 


THE LONELY SEEKER 


In the wide wide world, 

In the midst of kith and kin, 

I feel utterly lonely, 

A companion-less soul, 

Seeking in my inmost heart 

The friendliness of some unknown One, for ever, 
Feeling a perpetual separation, 

I know not from whom. 


It seems I have been searching 

In the depths of my soul 

For that some one from the start of Time 
In Life after life, 

Though by none, so far, my arid hopes 
Have ever once been fertilised. 


Where art Thou, my unknown Dear One? 
When could T hope to be blessed with Thy touch 
and love delicate ? 
Tired am 1 of the search, 
Listless and frail. 


Do you wish to see 


This dried-up heart 
Break up into pieces at last ”? 
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But let me but hear Thy flute-call 

From whatever distance, 

Oh my friend unknown, 

And sacrificing mine All 

I shall travel a thousand worlds again, 

For only a momentary vision of Thy face. 


BLOSSOMS OF DEATH 


Seek 1 not Light from Darkness 

Nor Immortality, leaving Death forever behind, 

Leaving Maya, for the Terra firmas of Truth, 

For freedom from the tangled illusions of the Moment, 
For the dispensations of Eternity. 


I plead Father, that you just illumine mine Present 
Darkness 

Kindling the here and now with Thine touches, 

Infusing Eternity into the passing Moment 

And transforming this base Earth where I stand 

Into a land of gold. 


Let not the invisible Distant tempt me, 
But let the Holy Spirit alight 

On this, mine contemptible Present, 
Meeting the sinner at the doorstep 

Of his humble cottage 

And Jet Thy Truth be revealed 

In and through his very Delusions. 


Seek I not Immortality, 

But through every Death of mine 
May a flower blossom 

On the dreary shores of Life. 
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SOUL-SWAN 


Alas, Swan of my soul, 

How joyously have you played in dirty waters 

‘Of a murky ditch as though it were the sea of nectar, 

Wasting all your substance, wallowing happily in 
smallnesses, 

Taking mud-worms as your most delectable fare. 


II 
‘Smirched have you your divine whiteness, 
Fighting with other creatures of filth, 
Demanding ‘your share over a muddy pool, 
Jmagining nothing could be better, 


Til 
Lost in infatuation of Delusions 
You forgot the Eternal, 
Forgot the Before and the After, 
Worshipped but the embellished Untruth, 
Discarding Truth unadorned, 
Taking trinkets to be life’s summun bonum. 


IV 
Shake off the illusions of the small, 
Oh Swan, will you ? 
And Rise, and Rise 
To have a taste of the Limitless. 
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THREE EXCERPTS 


1. The. non-violent war (Satyagraha)} 


2. Dialogue on the Chilka Lake 


3. Maria’s letter to Viswamitra. 
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THE PROEM 


Covering as it docs more than 300 printed papers, Mansinha’s 
modern epic Kamalayana in Oriya, is not easy to translate and that 


too into English. Therefore, only a few (three) excerpts are presented 
herewith to satisfy the reader’s curiosity. 


The First Book of the Kamalayana consists of Eleven Cantos and 
the Second, Ten. The story in the First-Book starts with the description 
of a famine in Orissa wherein the young hero, Kamala, is introduced and 
then carrying the hero through the university where he meets the heroine 
Karuna, to be separated through the terrorist movement, but reunited 
through the Gandhian freedom-struggle. It ends with their death, after a 
series of happenings that broadened their concepts from narrow nationalism 


to pure Humanism, and sent them back to their village for the true ser- 
vices of Man. 


The Second Book gets the story nearer to contemporary times 
through Viswamitra, Kamal and Karuna’s only child and daughter, ending 
with the Hungarian Revolt of 1956, symbolic of the common man’s 


unfinished struggles, all the world over, for true liberty and dignity of the 
great Human Soul.—Publisher. 


THE SALT SATYAGRAHA 


(Introductory part of the Canto VII of 
the Kamalayana, Book—I) 


The lonely sands spread out in undulating expanses 
And seated on a dune, Kamala views the prospect 
Of how the mighty deep stretched out far and wide, 
Kissing the meeting-line of the earth and the sky. 
The impetuous waves crumbled in quick succession 
In vaulting impatience far out on the sea, 

Close to the rim of the world; 

A steam-ship was sailing away to an unknown haven,. 
Making designs in smoke in the air above. 

The thorny gudakanka flower was gambolling 
From one sand-hill to another in light-hearted glee, 
The fallow-dear roamed about, leaping blithely, 
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Making mobile designs with their smooth, agile limbs 
While flocks of sca-birds winging in the air in a string 
Wreathed garlands of white lilies round the neck 

of the Blue-God, the sky. 


It is afternoon, and deserted lies the entire beach, 
Far off, the dim outlines of hamlets, tall palms 
and cocoanut groves 


Make an indented line of green, across the hazy horizon. 


As the whole beach resounded with the roar of 
the breakers 
Kamala contemplated all that prospect and pondered over 
The strange cult to which he had pledged himself, of late, 
Inspired by the novel mantram that had cast a spell 
Over his country’s millions, awakened from their 
age-long slumber. 
Kamala recalled the fact,—how a little man, 
short and frail, 
Who now wrote with their lives 
An amazing tale of gloriously collective martyrdom, 
Far on India’s western shore, 
Talked wise words in slow, sacred rhythm, 
And millions were won over to his message, 
Braving dangers and discomforts, and even 
Women, long cribbed and confined 
In the dark seclusion of their homes for countless ages 
Had responded to that frail man’s call, 
Casting away all feminine timidity 
And plunging into the thick of the battle of freedom 
With babes in their arms. 


The blood-hounds of the Empire, in cold brutality, 
Flogged children of tender age 
Who, in cheery answer, sang loudly just one 
thrilling phrase, 
‘Victory to our dear Bapuji”’, 
And bared their bosoms to the cruel assault 
Of the empire’s mercenary gangs. 
Princes had left their palaces, merchants their wares, 
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Farmers their fields of green and gold, so dear 
to their hearts, 
To suffer rigours of prison or wanton assaults 
and insults 
At the promptings of that frail Mahatma; 


Even the haughty sacred Brahmin 
Was gladly embracing the erstwhile outcaste and 
the untouchable, 

Wiping out the filthy accretions of the ages, 
Purifying their imagined uncleanness 
With a fresh-born compassion and respect 
For the human being, after centuries of inconsiderate 

heartlessness. 
The Hindu, the Muslim, the Brahmin and the Christian 
Men and Women, the old and the young, the rich 

and the poor, 
All had eagerly joined in a titanic struggle 
To break asunder the chains of subjection 
Wrought of foreign rule, 
To become free again, fearless and heroic and spirited. 


The mind of the nation that had lain a waste land 
Was already transformed, all on a sudden, 
With the alchemic touch of an amazing wizard 
Into a lovely garden, diffusing beauty and fragrance 
all around. 
The master magician, the frail little Gandhi, 
Working beyond the ken of the noisy world, 
Treading the sharp razor-edge of Truth, 
Had long prepared himself for full dedication to 
Humanity, 
So deeply corroded with jealousy, suspicion and hatred, 
And now standing like a poor and humble peasant, 
The symbol of India’s millions 
Was speaking 
To a wayward world, 
The words of Truth and Love. 
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And at his word India was out to wage 

An unarmed war in which he, Kamala 

Was but a humble soldier, 

Chosen to lead the battle on the morrow, 

Defying a mighty Empire by making salt out of sea brine. 
So long forbidden by its tyrannies. 


Not far off was the petty hamlet of Inchudi 
Where stood the Congress camp, a now of lowly huts, 
Where lived the sons of the rich with those of 
humble farmers 
Sharing the same coarse fare, sleeping on 
the same bare ground, 
But all glowing with pride as soldiers of the 
beloved Mahatma, 
To fight this nation-wide battle for freedom. 


India’s womenfolk had sent out those soldiers 


of Satyagraha 
Painting sacred vermilion on their proud foreheads, 


To the music of conchshells, 
And as though echoing loud their sentiments 
Even that sandy desolate shore felt thrilled and animated 
With novel exuberance, tremulous with expectations. 
They would defy the Empire’s unjust law 
To prove their rightful claim 
To their own land, bequeathed to them by their ancients, 
And would face all the tyranny that the alien ruler 
could unleash, 
The unarmed soldiers of this strange non-violent war 
Hoped to alter both the wrong and the wrongdoers 
in the same process, 
Turning the enemy’s hatred into forces of love 
and understanding, 
Accepting with a smile all sufferings from the enemy. 


The world was agog to see the end of that unique war, 


Which opened out vistas of hope 
For the tyrannised and the oppressed all the world over, 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


THE KAMALAYANA 113 


Lending strength and inspiration to all 
Who stood helpless and hopeless so far. 


On one side stood a mighty Empire 
With vast resources, matchless in power, to crush 
the enemy 

With a well-equipped, invincible army, 
And stood on the other side, the frail and 

semi-naked Gandhi 
With, at his back, India’s dumb and inert millions 
Unarmed, barefoot, bare-body and starving, 
But their myriad heads 
Pledged now to be laid down for their human rights, 
Without hurting the enemy. 


Unprecedented and unheard-of is this unique warfare 
That seemed to unfold a novel chapter in the story 
of Man, 
And before a world, mad with the powers of science, 
Steeped in malevolence manifold duped with 
false values. 


DIALOGUE ON THE CHILKA LAKE 


(From Book 11 (Canto 1) in which Viswamitra, 
Kamala’s daughter, and her Ukrainian lover 
Sepilko discuss Man, Nature and God, on a 
boat on the Chilka Lake of Orissa). 


The boat sails swiftly on, 

Cutting the rolling waves of the lake, 

With the background of serried ranges of picturesque hills. 
And the thin smoky line of trees 

At the distant horizon in front, 

All along the coasts of the islands of Pdrikud and Malud. 
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Between the far-off horizon and the hill ranges at the back 
There lies the mass of liquid-sapphire that is 
lake Chilka, 
Now scintillating with a million golden necklaces 
and pendants 
Reflecting the setting sun, 
And as though with the warm kisses of a lover 
Chilka’s whole azure body had turned rosy and restless. 
The sun sets behind the Valeri hill, 
And the quiet shadows of the evening quickly descend 
On to the waters of the Chilka from the heights of 
mountain-ranges 
Even though the last glow of the dying day 
Still lingers on the top of that Khandahana Peak, 
And on the crown of that ancient banyan tree on 
top of the Valeri crags. 


The two sister hills, Jatia and Kalijai, 
Look as if they are 

Preparing for the nocturnal rest 

Like the waterfowl inside their shrubbery. 


The evening deepens and the night 

Spreading her dark wings blurs out 

All distinctions between land and water, 

The formidable hill-ranges slowly melt away 

Into non-existence, 

The verdurous land on all sides 

Disappear out of vision. 

But piercing this overall gloom 

Now appear, on the vast dome of the sky, 

Myriad light-eyes of gods 

That have curiously been looking at the Earth’s affairs 
For all these millions of ages, night after night. 

And the two young creatures in the boat 

Looked enchantedly at that divine illumination 

Which has thrilled Man with wonder night after night, 
All these many millenia. 


As though the mutual curiosity of Man and gods 
had never so crystallised 
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To the twin young minds as here and now, 
They looked up in all wonder 
At that daily manifestation of the Divine. 
And as they, in speechless wonder, 
Were looking at that mighty throng of heavenly lights, 
The girl, no longer able to repress her feelings, 
Burst out as follows ! 
‘What are you thinking of, Sepilko ? 
Do you think, we humans are mere spectators of 
this grand scene ? 
Are we mere unrelated visitors here ? 
Or lords and conquerors of this world? 
Is it the homo sapiens’ burden 
Only to crush this grand, beauteous Nature and 
her creatures ? 
My dear atheistic comrade, 
Isn’t that kind of view 
Rather wry and misleading ? 
We seldom realise, do we, dear one, 
The plain fact of how we, even as I speak, 
Are whirling like mad at an unimaginable velocity 
Along with other myriads of heavenly bodies 
In the vast, limitless space, 
Moving towards what destination, nobody knows? 
Who could say for what purpose 
Are these countless worlds suspended in empty 
limitless space 
And are whirling and speeding on 
So ceaselessly 
By the command of some invisible magician 
Since the beginning of Time ? . 
And who will answer why 
Even as these worlds crazily speed on, 
They perforce follow also 
The triune rhythm of rise, flourish and decline, 
Over and over again, 
Along with all their elements and creatures and 
satellites ? 
Do we not generally forget 
That there is limitless space beneath us, 
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As above and around us; 
And with myriads of solar systems as our co-pilgrims, 
We are no more than particles of dust in a vast world ? 
We are no less than this sun, the stars, the air, 
Water, plants, earth and all her other creatures; 
The feeling of being different from all these 
Is but sheer illusion. 
In your land, Sepilko darling, 
You are said to have set up 
A mighty Godless State, 
But has it ever occurred to you 
That this concept of Godless existence 
Had its earliest flourish in human civilisation 
Here in India, through Buddha Gautama’s message ? 
It was Gautam, the Buddha, the Enlightened One, 
Who, declaring that all ideas of a personal God 
Were nothing but human projection, 
Had tried to channelise peoples’ attention 
To true divinisation of man 
Through practices of mercy and compassion and 

reverence towards all sentient beings, 
Thus endowing on man’s mere animal existence 
True dignity, equating love and non-violence with 

the noblest worship 

For the first time in the history of man’s concepts. 


In place of old mosques, churches and temples 

Your people have set up, dear friend, 

New temples to humanity 

On the banks of the Lena, the Volga and the Dnieper. 

But I am afraid, dear one, these are not the fullest 
victory-songs 

Of either God or Man: 

As in those temples of yours 

The image of Man that is worshipped and garlanded 

Is still perverted with passions of violence 

As hateful as a secret dagger! 

But this India of ours has never taken Man 

As detached and separated from Nature or Creation. 

India’s age-old culture has declared, 
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In no uncertain terms since the dawn of History, 

That there is only One Life 

That delights to express itself in countless ways 

From the stars to particles of dust 

Through a game of hide-and-seek of birth and death. 

And India’s sages have nowhere even hinted 

That the invisible power behind creation is a cruel autocrat, 

But have described it as the light of lights 

In the midst of Darkness, 

The soul behind the Cross, 

The one unchangeable Love behind the whole creation 

And the eternal substance behind the ever-vanishing 

Plants and creatures of this world. 

And that ineffable spirit behind all things 

Is, dear Sepilko, 

Spread all around us in utter profusion, 

In the conglomeration of those myriads 

Of heavenly bodies above, 

And in the varied charms of Nature on this Earth, 

In her lights and darknesses, 

And look up please, 

In the soft, mellow, enchanting beams of the half moon 

Now slowly ascending the night sky over there. 

What harm is there on the part of the charmed man 

To bow in wonder and reverence 

To either this wonderful creation or: its more 
wonderful Creator ?” 


And without waiting for the comrade to reply 
The sweet young thing in her ggrrulous impetuousity, 
Born of green adolescence, 

Screams out in surprises, 

And pointing her pretty fingers 

Says in fervent enthusiasm, 

“See, Sepilko darling, see how soon 

What marvellous changes have come upon 
This enchantress Nature ! 

The whole world is now flooded 

With soft moon-light. 

The assembly of stars above 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


118 


RIPPLES OF THE MAHANADI 


Grows thinner and fainter, but down below 
What was hidden a moment ago 
Has become slowly clearer, 
The moon-flooded blue hills appear to emulate 
The grandeur of distant snow-capped Himalayas 
Or are smiling in joy unspeakable. 
The distant islands, 
The forests of the hinterlands and all else 
Now wear the magic mantle of silvery moonbeams. 
In our residence on top of the Sinheswara hil] 
Over there, glow the electric lamps. 
My uncle and aunty might be growing anxious about us 
So, we return — 
Start back, ye boatmen. 
And didn’t you tell me dear, this Chilka of ours 
Reminded you of your Black Sea in many aspects ? 
Would you mind completing that comparison by 
singing, as we return, 
A song of the Ukrainian boatmen of the Black Sea? 
After you, these Chilka-boatmen 
Might sing for you a song of theirs. 
This lake, these mountains, this entire hinterland, 
Like the Black and the Caspian Seas and the lands 
around them 
In your Russia are, dear Sepi, 
An inseparable part of the national consciousness 
of my people. 
This lake has inspired our poets 
To worship her with immortal poetry 
And finding it a fitting theatre, 
History has also enacted many a romantic drama 
down here, 
Which stories 
My uncle shall narrate to you when we are back home! 


And at this the boat reversed its movement, 
Creating in the very process innumerable stars 
In the waters of the lake. 

Sepilko looked up and with his arms widespread 
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Began singing full-throatedly 
A Ukrainian sailors’ song that wreathed a garland 
Of dreams round a sweet-heart on the shore. 


THE SONG 


With the touch of the Spring 
Golden flashes the wheat-fields, 
But whom shall Natasha, 

In her golden youth, 

Garland with Hopes? 


The moment I land on the shore 

I start weaving dreams of our New world, 
Free now from fears, poverty and slavery, 
Lord of myself and mine little cottage. 


Workers on land and water 

Enjoy new affluence and comforts 

In their cottages, 

Rid of all tyrannies of the past, 
Masters of their life and lands, 
Reaping collective harvest of blessings. 


And will not pretty Natasha be there, 
In this new Paradise of mine ? 

Will she enkindle with her sweet smiles 
Lights in another’s eyes, and 

Not in mine ? 


If the touch of the Spring 

Has created upsurges of fresh vitality 

In the effete limbs of a world that had gone senile, 
Will not all that be but empty for me 

If enlivening all else 

Natasha be not there with me, 
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As mine sweet, little comrade, 
The pretty swan by my little pond! 


er Q—— 


After this, on Mitra’s request, 

One of the unschooled boatmen of Chilka 
Sang from one corner of the vessel, 

An Oriya folk-song : 

Sitting cross-legged, and 

Keeping time with a castanet, 

“My days and years have slipped away 
In the vicious vexations of the world, 
Descend but once, 

Oh, Lord, 

Unto this soiled heart of mine, 

Making me obsessed only with Thee. 


Who indeed is one’s own 

At life’s real crises ? 

Wife and children take no time 

In turning away in hostility or apathy, 

Money and the trash the greater objective of all; 
Towards which each wends his instinctive way. 
Thou alone art the friend and saviour 

Of Spirits in difficulties, 

Thou, the Lord of all Life. 


Happiness and suffering, 

Glories and humiliations, 

Are all as Thou arrargest, 
Though the ego-perverted man 
Endows all happenings 

With a poisonous meanness, 
And suffers accordingly. 

Save us, Oh Lord, 

From this sin of T-and-mine-ness, 
Substituting it 

With real purposes of Existence.” 


en (Jn 
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Sepilko and Viswamitré came to know 

The substance of both songs through translation. 
And while so thought, 

Mitra,—‘‘Strange indeed, 

That even the supposedly Godless and ruthless communist 
Seeks in his heart of hearts 

The soft touches of a woman'’s heart and body, 
As though even the mighty Revolution 

Has no meaning for the participants 

Without the flavoured and fragrant touch 

Of the Woman !”— 


Sepilko thought, on the other hand, 

Inside himself,—‘‘Strange indeed, 

The illiterate mass-culture of this ancient India, 
That can make even a poor, unschooled boatman 
Seek the Lord of All, the Vast, 

In the petty chores of his daily life!” 


Without speaking out to each other 

Each other’s inside reaction 

To those songs of the common man 

In India and in the land of the Soviets, 

The two young things kept looking on 

In profound silence the moonlit spectacle around, 

And the little country craft 

Slowly proceeded towards the foot of the rocky 
Sinheswara hill. 


FLIGHT OF A PEOPLE 
(MARIA'S LETTER TO VISWAMITRA) 


(Canto IX, Book—f{I1) 
“VYiswamitra, dear Indian sister of mine, 
You might be completely astonished 


To get this letter from a stranger like me, 
Though you are not just another woman to me, 
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In spite of our being distant aliens, take me please, 
As the most sympathetic and affined of souls, 
And one of your own, though living 
In a far-off land, thousands of miles away. 
Though Hungary is my dear mother land 
I write to you from London, darling, 
And I have lost all hope of setting my foot again 
On my native soil because the barbarities 
Which had plagued humanity through period after period 
In History, have occured again in the so-called 
Civilised twentieth century also and that too in Europe, 
Pretentiously proud of her “Progress”, 
Under the stare of the whole world. 
You must be already appraised, dear friend, 
Of the Hungarian Revolution, though so far away; 
And I am just a pathetic sample of that Revolt, 
Deeply charged with memories of blood and tears, 
A leaf fallen from the tree, a bird whose nest 
has been destroyed, 
Or an animal strayed from its herd, 
Homeless, country-less, fleeing from land to land, 
Separated for ever from kith, kin and family. 
That I am not alone in this misery is the sole consolation 
As thousands of my compatriots of both sexes, 
And all ages, are on the flight now 
To save their human dignity 
From the bestialities of the so-called civilised and 
progressive Man, 
Seeking asylum in lands far-off from their homes. 
Without this direct experience, dear friend, 
You cannot, of course, believe it possible 
That in the name of Redemption of Humanity, 
Of establishing paradise on Earth for the Common Man 
The deceptive protagonists could perpetrate 
Such ruthless and unscrupulous murders 
Of Truth, Justice, Religion and of Human Dignity itself. 
But this soul-churning disillusion has just occured 
To millions of Hungarians 
In and through the savage Russian Communists 
Cruelly suppressing my people’s desire for Liberty,— 
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The birth-right of any human soul,— 

Finalising, as it were, 

The series of similar dark happenings to my dear 
mother-land, 

Throughout her unfortunate history; 


And as I write this letter to you, dear friend, 
Unrestrained tears flow out like a river in spate, 
In agonising sympathy for my unfortunate land 

and people. 


I know, dear friend, that the glory and beauty of 

Your religions, your civilisation and culture, 

Are unique indeed in the whole world; 

Millions of intellectuals in East as well as West 

Bow their heads, therefore, to India’s Message 

In deepest reverence as, from the beginning of Time, 

India has placed before Hurnanity, age after age, 

The purest gems of Truth and Wisdom and the 
Essence of Existence, 

And the Divinity of Man and that which 

In spite of his ephemerality 

Is beyond all the little rules of Time and Space. 


And great India has never forced anyone 

To accept that Truth, that Science of Life, 

Nor has ever tried to cut off the heads, 

Or closed the mouths of those who opposed her views 

As the easiest of solutions of the earthly problems, 

As has been with the rest of the world. 

Unique and unparalleled, therefore, stand out, 

In the whole Human hiszory, 

Great sons of India, the very noblest of our 
Mother-earth. 

Buddha and Asoka and Gandhi, who alone could rise, 

High above the temptations of clans 

And preach unalloyed love and compassion 

Not only to fellow-humans but even to all sentient beings 

From their lofty spiritual heights. 

No other man or woman in any land on our globe 

Has contributed to humanity such absolute truths of life, 
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In such simple, unambiguous speech, 
And preached the right directions to Existence. 
No other man’s speech has so beautifully blessed 
The respect for and the dignity of human as well 
as animal life, 
Nor has any other prophet’s words gone round the world 
As have been of those great Indians, 
Without even a drop of blood having been shed 
anywhere. 


Believers in violence as a respectable way 

Of settling human disputes, and taking only 

The materialistic social set-up as civilisation 

We Westerners, in spite of passing through two 
Armageddons, 

Are now brazenly preparing already for the third. 

This age-old Western way of thinking with declared 
faith in violence 

Vitiated ever with killings and conspiracies 

Has climaxed at last in the jungle-laws 

Of Marxism, proclaimed as the panacea 

Of all the ills of the human race. 

We Hungarians, 

As like other unsatisfied millions of the world, 

Had become crazy over the prospects of 

Quick results through Communism, credulously believing 

In all its topsy-turvy casuistry. 

We too had dreamed of a paradise on earth, 

Blooming towards heaven with smiles 

Born out of unalloyed equity between man and man, 

Standing on the ashes of a supposedly unequal society, 

Clad in the austere beauty of fresh egalitarian clothes, 

Leaving the stories of exploitation 

To only the pages of History. 


Thus deluded, while driving out 
The Nazi hordes with one hand, 
We, Hungarians, had enthusiastically welcomed on 
our soil 
The quick-moving victorious armies of the ‘comrades’; 
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But it did not take much time for us to realise 
That in the whole history of Man 
There was no category of Imperialism 
So dark, so soulless and beastly 
As the supposed Marxist paradise, and only too 
soon did we discover 
That the vicious tentacles of Marxist administration 
Had insidiously gripped each one of us by the legs 
And one and all of us, erstwhile free Hungarians, 
Had lost our individuality unawares, 
Becoming no more than mere little cogs 
In a large, soulless, beastly intricate State-machine. 
We moved and did things like automatons, 
Not allowed even to think for ourselves, 
not to speak of 
Doing things independently. 
We turned into veritable cattle-hordes, 
Going out of homes in the morning for work 
Returning to homes for opiated sleep 
To only repeat that dread routine on the morrow. 
With invisible ropes of the communist party and 
the secret police 
Round all our necks, at all hours of the day and night, 
In the keenly-wished-for paradise of the workers 
We continued as workers only, driven like cattle 
by commandants, 
The cream of Hungary going to the Soviet Occupation 
as well as to Moscow. 
This rank camouflage of the familiar feudalism and 
colonialism, 
This subjugation of weaker nations as well as of 
honest opposition 
Through sheer brute strength, under deceptive slogans 
Of a paradise on Earth and Heaven of the Common Man, 
Only too soon shattered all our fond hopes 
So deludedly cherished by us so long about Marxism. 


The smouldering fire of disillussionment and discontent 


Came up in thousand blazing flames, however, 
In and through this recent rebellion of the Hungarians; 
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In the legendary monolithic solidarity and 
invulnerability 
Of Communism, this upsurge of ours 
Being certainly the first crack and mutilation, 
In contemporary times,—demonstrating how 
Even a crushed, suppressed, helpless and disarmed people 
Could shower staggering blows on a giant tyrant, 
In spite of his immense armed might, 
Eager everywhere to trample underfoot the 
panicky humanity. 


Boldly facing the mighty and vicious violence of 
the Godless enemy 
The whole Hungarian nation rose to a man, 
Just to uphold the dignity of suppressed humanity, 
Trying to knock the mighty tyrant down with 
collective blows. 
And in this tragic national debacle, one happy personal 
consolation, however, 
Dear foreign sister of minc, is the fact 
That two young men that both you and I loved, 
Have given up their lives with commendable heroism 
For the glory and freedom of the Common Man; 
Though you could well imagine how agonising it is for me 
To broach this cruel news to you, 
To-day, dear sister mine, the names of Maleter and 
Sepilko 
Are household words in every Hungarian home. 
Here is the heroic tale; 


When on the evening of twenty-third October * 


‘The Hungarian mob in their angered frenzy 


Marching triumphantly for other attacks, 
After having demolished and knocked down 
The proud bronze figure of Stalin, 


* The Hungarian revolt first broke out on the 23rd of October, 1956, 
with the demolition of the gigantic bronze statue of the Russian 
dictator, Stalin, symbolically installed at the Hero Square of 
the city of Budapest. 
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The most vicious killer in History, at the Hero Square, 
Confronted relentless fire of Soviet machine-guns 

And were about to flee pell-mell in panic 

The Russian Sepilko halted the stampede from behind, 
And thus addressed the wavering crowd — 


“Ye tyrannised sons of Hungary, 
Ye courageous citizens of ever heroic Budapest, 
Flee not, budge not, but turn about and stand where 
you are, 
Straight confronting the tyrants 
For the basic rights of Man all over the world. 
The way you have revolted 
Against the total inhumanity of the Communist regime, 
Is sure enough unparalleled in contemporary times, 
And a noble example of rebellious human dignity 
For all times to come, but aren’t you yourselves killing 
The dignity of that glorious revolt by this very flight ? 
Kill outright the Fear in you all, 
Through which the tyrants have kept you as mute 
slaves so far 
And straightening up your backs and holding up your 
heads high 
Face the vicious enemy as like the greater giant. 
Die unquestioningly, so that not only your own 
children and grand-children 
But millions of suppressed humans all the world over 
Might live unfeared, peaceful lives, 
Forever remembering your glorious martyrdom 
For human liberty. 
Know me, a Russian, 
But one of millions like you, mute under ruthless 
suppression, 
Speaking and behaving as the party cohorts require 
us to do. 
This revolt of yours, comrades, 
Is surely not an opposition merely to Russians, 
But is the first grand protest really 
Against the Marxist-based tyranny over fellow humans, 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


128 


RIPPLES OF THE MAHANADI 


Under deceptive promises and slogans. 
Unfurl your own banners, dear comrades, shouting 

in unison 
“Victory to Democracy” “Victory te Personal Liberty 

of Man” 
“Victory to man’s individuality” and “‘Victory to 

total Humanity” ,— 

Boldly challenging the tyrants. 
That soulful cry of yours shall reverberate 
In the heart of every man, all the world over, 
Generating similar enthusiasm for facing similar crises. 
Come with me, ye Hungarian brothers, 
To instal, here and now, the victory flag 
Of human dignity. defying all-out, the Marxist savagery, 


And the crowd did turn round, dear sister, 

With these heroic words of Sepilko who now 

Became their spearhead, facing straight 

The innumerable pointed guns of the Soviets. 

The guns fired, on command, to scatter 

The rebellious crowd, making the Russian Sepilko 

The first martyr of the Hungarian Revolution. 

But that single death sparked off fires in thousand 
hearts, 

And the Budapestians ran like mad 

Towards the firing Soviet battalion 

And snatching guns from them in the midst of fire, 

Returned it, annihilating the whole Jot. 


The frenzied crowd, thereafter, marched on 

Towards the fort Killiani where was stationed 

The Budapest garrison, for controlling the city 

In emergency, and the crowd, reaching there, 

Shoutcecl to their own compatriot soldiers 

To join and lead them in their struggle to free Hungary 
From Soviet slavery. 


It was to face this crisis 


That the Russians sent Captain Maleter 
As head of a panzer division and he confronted there. 
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The real Hungarian people consisting of 

Clerks, lawyers, writers, shop-girls and workers, 

Of all ages, shouting in unison at quick intervals, 

“Go back Russians”, ‘““We want a free Hungary” and, 

“Down with Communistic tyranny” and “Victory be 

To Democracy and Humanity” ! 

Maleter became speechless when he saw this crowd,— 

The real Hungarian people and heard those cries 
coming out, as though 

Of Hungary’s soul and he quickly questioned himself, 

“Whom am I going to kill ? this in no other 

Than my own motherland Hungary, crying against 

Tyranny and injustice through thousand mouths 

Of her own children! Shall I kill them for that? 

Shall my own country and my own people 

Be butchered by me, for the crime of 

Demanding their denied birth-right ?” 


Cogitating like this for a few critical moments, 

Patriotic captain Maleter ordered his division 

To storm the Killiani fort instead of firing 

At the unarmed Hungarian mob 

That now gaped in wonder at 

This strange unprecedented spectacle in sombre silence, 

On that blitzkrieg attack of the panzer division 

Under Maleter; the whole garrison at the Killiani fort 

Surrendering not long after, the Hungarian soldiers 
among them 

Now joining the rebellious multitude, 

Singing full-throatedly Hungarian national songs. 


I am Maria, by name, dear sister of mine, 

And know that this brave Maleter was my fiancé, 

And our hands would have been joined before the whole 
world 

Next spring, 

Symbolic of our irrevocable 

Emotional commitments to each other. 

But completely shattered now is that fond dream, 

And tears fill my eyes as I write these words, 
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Looking at the ring fondly put on my finger by Maleter. 

Throwing out agonising memories before my mind's eye. 

But it was Maleter’s courageous apostasy 

That actually clinched the Hungarian revolt, 

Forcing the Russians to admit the popular resentment, 

And to form immediately a new government 

In which Maleter himself became the minister of war; 

It was on Maleter’s appeal to the nation 

From the Budapest Radio that the fires of revolt all over 
Hungary 

Went off automatically, and the nation felt 

That perhaps a peaceful dawn was in the offing 

After a chaotic night. 


But within a week of the formation of the government, 
The godless, truthless, unscrupulous, foxy Marxists 
Inviting Maleter with other colleagues 

Into the premises of the Russian Embassy 

On the pretext of settling up conditions of withdrawal 
Of the Russian battalions from the Hungarian soil, 
Arrested and imprisoned them all, 

While the freshly-arrived tank corps from Russia 
Now started pounding both Buda and Pest. 


Absolutely unprepared for such treacherous attacks 

Prime Minister Imre Navy, unaware of what had 
happened already 

Started appealing constantly through the radio: 

“‘Maleter, Oh, Maleter, Oh brave son of Hungary, 

Where are you gone indeed, leaving the nation in the lurch? 

Come out, dear young hero, and save the mother-land”” ! 


But Maleter, shrinking behind prison walls, 

Couldn't hear that appeal, nor could he reply. 

There was really none now to provide suitable leadership: 
To the oppressed and panicky Hungarians, 

Guiding them to liberty and human rights. 


And that was the end of the Hungarian revolt. 
Thousands of Hungarians of all ages and both sexes, 
Apprehending brutal Communistic reprisals 
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Are on the flee now by all possible ways of escape, 

Preferring liberty in hunger and death-on-the-way-side, 

To life in Soviet slavery, dear sister, 

I am but one of thousands of such miserable compatriots, 

Taking refuge at last in London, the great mother of 
human liberty 

After a series of escapades in many lands, 

With no more assets than just the clothes [ am in. 

As like Sepilko, I have lost all hope 

Of meeting Maleter again in flesh and blood, 

Knowing fully well what human regards the communists 

concede 
To their opponents. 


And you do not know, perhaps, 

That Sepilko, after his sudden extradition 

From India by the Soviet authorities, was stationed 

At Budapest, to carry on his Indological studies 

At the Institute of Oriental culture there, and there they 

met, 

The soldier and the scholar, Maleter and Sepilko, 

Deep friendship springing up very soon between the two 

Because of the mental liberalism inherent in both. 

That is how, most dear Indian sister of mine, 

You became an open book to us, though unknown and 
thousands of miles away, 

Growing like one of us in our minds, 

For your unusual graces and virtues, 

As often narrated by Sepilko, 

Under whose personal impact Maleter too 

Had started studying with great zest 

The story of India’s grand culture and literature. 


There lives in Delhi even now 

A celebrated Hungarian Indologist * 

Who is said to be a close relation of Maleter 

(Have you heard of him ?) following whose footsteps 


* This refers to the late Dr. Charles Fabri. famous Hungarian 
Orientalist, art-critic and art-historian. 
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Maleter too was planning to visit India one day, 
To see with his own eyes the eternal snow-line of the 
mighty Himalayas, 
The holy river Ganga and the Taj Mahal, 
The marbled tears of a royal lover for a beautiful woman, 
And Konarka, the superbest-human dream in stone, as 
well as 
The holy city of Banaras 
Where he had hoped to listen, in wonderous accents 
The Vedic Mantrams from the lips of pundits 
At the famous ghats of Ganga there, and many more things, 
Unique in the whole world, which only India could display, 
of all countries. 


But vanished are those dreams, dear sister, 

Like dew-drops at sun-rise, with the removal 

Of both our lovers from the land of the living, 

Cruel fate plunging us both into the dark solitary cells 

Of perpetual separation. And knowing fully well 

The grave risks to their lives they were inviting 

The two friends had a mutual agreement, 

That whosoever survived, the other 

Should see to it that a message reached his fiancée 

That her lover had died, but had died the death 

Of which she would never have any reason to be 
ashamed of. 

And both the friends having died heroically 

Almost at the same time, it has rested with me 

To break this tragic news to you at last. 

You are supposed to be so beauteous, however, 

And so complete with all the feminine virtues, 

That I would deem 

Even this mutilated existence of mine 

Worth all values, if I ever could meet you 

And clasp you as like my own sister, onto my breast. 


This first letter to you from a strange Western woman 
Is already too long, 

So let, me stop here, 

And say good-bye. 
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I am but a refugee now, 

Landless, homeless, friendless and penniless, 

All alone in this vast world of ours; my sole consolation— 
That I am but one out of thousands 

Of equally miserable compatriots of mine. 

Misery loses its fangs, if shared, is not it ? 

But 1 feel so especially miserable for having disturbed 
Your peaceful state of mind, radiant with dreams, 
By breaking to you such unpleasant knowledge. 

I feel terribly upset and deeply apologising for that 

I remain, an ardent admirer of yours, 

My sweetest Indian sister of mine.” 
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Never shutting out the international 
influences, he has consistently refused 
to be swept off his feet by them and 
has staunchly stood by the basic 
values of democracy, individualism 
and non-violence. 

Primarily a lyric poet engrossed in 
the twin themes of love and nature, 
he has created memorable works of 
art in the forms of ‘Kavyasa’ (epi- 
sodic poem), ‘Mahakavya’ (epic 
poem), sonnets, fantasies in blank 
verse, lyric plays, and social dramas, 
besides a magnificent body of prose. 
Dr Mansinha has also edited with 
remarkable success a number of 
periodicals as also an Oriya daily. 
He was awarded the PADMA 
SHRI in 1967. He was also a 
member of both National and Orissa 
Sahitya Akademi. 

The present anthology of transla- 
tions made by the poet himself re- 
presenting but a small segment of his 
work should introduce to a wider 
circle of readership the genius of this 
personality who has made such an 
impact on the cultural scene in 
modern Orissa. 
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“There has becn a phenomenal incrcase in the number of writers in 
Oriya. Some of them who rcvived Oriya litcrature from the shock it 
reccived in the wake of our great Nationa! Movement are primarily con- 
cerned in the renaissance that is taking place. Dr Mayadhar Mansinha, 
now Principal of a College in Orissa, is one of them. His‘writings have 
always appealed to mc. He used to write poems cven when he was a 
student. He was much criticised in those days because he was, in a 
sense, a frce thinker. He tried to remove inhibitions from Oriya literature 
as obtained then, and becausc of that his love poems were criticised very 
much. In his poems and writings he has been ‘trying to cxpose false 
beliefs and notions about various aspccts of human life. 1 think Dr 
Mansinha today is the best poct of Orissa who has been able to say in 
verse what passes in the innermost recesses of human mind. Not only the 
prejudices and superstitions of the past, but also new ones that arc being 
created under other garbs, have bccn exposed by Dr Mansinha in beautiful 
languagc. From this, it should not be imagined that he is only a critic, in 
any sense of that term. On the contrary, he is a positive writer who puts 
his thoughts in such a way that what he dislikes is always indirectly 
exposed. But apart from the subject-matter of his writings, Dr Mansinha 
has also improved the Oriya language itself to a considerable extent. His 
method of expression and his command over words have given a new tone 


to Oriya literature. There are now many writers in Oriya.......... sss Who 
arc as well-known as Mansinha for novels and other writings. But to me, 
Mansinha, so far, is the best known modern poet of Orissa. ...weees. At 


this stage no Oriya writer’s position may be said to be finally settled, but 
so far, Dr Mansinha has held his own as a litterateur, without any 
questioning.” 

—Dr Harekrishna Mahtab in The Illustrated Weekly of India of 
November 4, 1956. 

‘What a great pleasurc it has been to rcad your poems ? I have so 
enjoyed them, in fact, that I fear I have not donc a proper job, lost as I 
was in the pleasure of rcading. ...How lucky Oriya letters are to have 
you!” 

—Bart McDowell, Senior Editor, National Geographic Magazinz, 
U.S.A., in a letter to the author. 
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